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IN  arranging  certain   adventures  of  our 
Second  Charles  for  a  Scenic  Representation,  the 
strift  Historical  fad  hath  occasionally  been  for- 
saken, and  some  irfcidents,  altogether  fanciful, 
have  been  introduced.     In  defence  of  this  con- 
duel,  the  Author  hath  no  better  plea  to  advance 
than  that  of  precedent.     In  almost  every  age 
and  every   country,    some  Writer  of  repute 
might  be  quoted  as  an  authority.     But  it  will 
be  sufficient,  probably,  to  mention,  as  the  most 
recent  examples,  the  names  of  Mason  and  Dr. 
Franklin,  who  in  their  respective  Tragedies  of 
*  Elfrida*    and  the   *  Earl  of  Warwick,'   have 
dramatized  portions  of  our   National  Record 
with  at  least  an  equal  freedom. 
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King  Charles  the  Second. Mr.  ELLISTOX, 

Duke  of  Hamilton Mr.  LEWES, 
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A  C  T     I. 


SCENE  I. — A  Gothic  Library  in  WYNDHAM'S  Cas- 
tU  opening  upon  the  Battlements — Col.  WYNDHAM 
discovered  reading — Lady  WYNDHAM  seated  oppo* 
site  to  him  at  an  tfnbroidtry  frame. 

(WYNDHAM  (flinging  down  his  book  discontentedly) 

JL  Cannot  read— ray  eye  wanders  over  many  letters, 
but  my  mind  cannot  digefl.  a  (ingle  fentence. 

Lady  W»  (turning  from  her  work.)  Beloved  Wynd- 
ham!  wherefore  will  you  thus  needlefsly  afflict 
yourfelf  and  me  ?  It  is  true,  the  hand  of  a  chaftizing 
Providence  falls  heavily  upon  our  native  land.  But 
can  our  murmuring  griefs  avert  the  wrathful  difpenr 
fation  ?  Alas!  no. — Let  us,  then,  my  hufband,  ra- 
ther bend  with  refignation  to  that  fcourge,  whole 
cutting  edge,  impatience  will  but  (harpen. 

Wynd*  Matilda  !  you  reafon  with  a  woman's 
tongue.  Your  bofom  feels  but  coldly  in  its  coun- 
try's caufe. 

Lady  W.  That  reproach  is  not  worthy  of  my 
Wynaham  !  it  is  illiberal  and  unfounded.  Recoi- 
led:, 1  befeech  you,  the  paft  actions  of  my  life,  even 
from  that  period  when  hrft  our  deftinies  became 
united ;  and  then  anfwer  me,  whether  I  have  not 
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loved  and  ferved  my  country  truly.  Oh !  Wynd- 
ham,  have  I  not  with  you,  rejoiced  at  England's 
victories,  and  mourned  over  her  defeats  ? — have  I 
not  with  you  beheld  two  gallant  fons,  the  props  and 
promife  of  our  antient  houfe,  ftretched  on  their 
death-beds  with  wounds,  yet  crimfon  from  the  pa- 
triot ftrife  ?  have  I  not  with  you,  while  my  aching 
eyes  gazed  on  the  pale  features  and  gamed  bofoms  of 
my  dear  boys,  ancLmy  quivering  lips  fealed  with  a 
laft  warm  kifs,  their  cold  and  unrequiting  mouths. — 
Oh !  have  I  not  even  then,  with  more  than  Roman 
firmnefs,  forbade  one  natural  tear  to  flow,  and  cried 
**  My  children  !  ye  have  died  the  death  of  honor, 
venerable  be  your  memory  !" 

Wynd.  (bumbled and affeficd.)  Matilda!  I  was  paf- 
iionate  and  did  you  wrong — forgive  me  ! 

Lady  W.  Frankly,  (stretches  out  her  hand.} 

Wynd.  You  poffefs  a  great  and  glorious  foul. 

Lady  W.  Yet  a  gentle  and  a  loving  one.  Do  I 
not? 

Wynd.  True — moft  true,  (kisses  her  band  most 
affectionately.}  Is  William  rifen  yet  ? 

Lady  W.  But  now  I  faw  him  in  his  ftudy,  he  was 
engaged  with  the  pencil— war  fupplied  him  with  a  fub- 
je6t ;  a  {ketch  of  Caefar  at  the  battle  of  the  Nervii. 

Wynd.  I  feel  uneafy  on  that  boy's  account ;  he 
has  of  late,  loft  all  his  natural  gaiety,  devotes  his 
hours  to  folitude,  and  flies  fociety,  even  that  of  his 
coufin  Elinor,  whom,  from  earlieft  childhood,  he  has 
loved  and  trufted  ;  have  you  not  obferved  this 
change  ? 

LadyW.  (sighs.}  Tes  ! 

Wynd.  Can  you  guefs  its  caufe  ? 

Lady  W.  Too  well. — William  now  is  of  an  age  to 
fall  in  love,  and  he  has  chofen  a  fatal  miftrers— 
Glory  ! 

Wynd.  What  mean  you  ? 
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Lady  W.  Briefly,  that  the  fon  of  Wyndham,  with 
the  name  inherits  the  fpirit  of  his  father.  You 
have  heard,  that  our  unfortunate  Charles,  again 
has  raifed  the  royal  ftandard  in  the  North — the  re- 
port has  alfo  reached  William's  ear — and  his  youth- 
ful foul,  flufhed  with  the  generous  ardour  of  his 
race,  now  languishes  to  (hare  the  deadly  ftrife. 

Wynd.  Ah  !  pernicious  fatal  valor.  At  once  I 
condemn  and  applaud  the  fpirit  of  my  boy. 

Lady  W.  Soft !  he  is  here — mark  but  his  melancholy 
air !  with  what  a  flow  and  liftlefs  pace  he  moves  ! — • 
his  arms  enfolded — his  lips  quivering  with  many  a 
muttered  found — and  his  eyes  ftill  caft  importu- 
nately down,  as  though  his  thoughts  held  converfe 
with  the  incommunicative  ground. 

Enter  WILLIAM,  he  advances  to  the  front  of  the  Stage 
with  a  dejetted  air,  abstracted  in  thought,  and  unre- 
garding  any  person  present. 

Wynd.  William !  good  day. 

Lady  W.  My  child  !  your  mother  greets  you. 

Will.  (Starting.)  Good  morrow,  Sir  and  Madam  ! 
I  pray  you,  pardon  me,  I  faw  you  not. 

Wynd.  Your  thoughts  muft  be  happy  companions, 
you  never  feem  to  be  weary  of  them.  Have  you 
finilhed  your  fketch  of  Caefar  ? 

Will.  No,  1  have  thrown  aiide  my  pencil  in  def- 
pair ;  the  faint  touch  of  fcience  may  trace  the 
mere  earthly  frame  of  heroes,  but  only  Enthufiafimts 
glowing  hand  can  depict  the  ipirit  (brined  within. 

Wynd.  Caefar,  it  mould  feem,  is  a  favourite  with 
you.  Well,  he  was  an  illuftrious  warrior. 

Will.  {Enthusiastically  )  Oh  !  he  was  a  god  ! 

Wynd.  (Smiling.)  Not  quite  —  Csefar  had  many 
mortal  failings. 

B 
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Will.  Spots  upon  the  fun's  difk — but  his  glory 
blazed  around,  and  fhrank  them  into  nothing — Oh! 
how  I  wi(h  —  (Hesitates,  and  itopi  short.} 

Wynd.  What,  my  fon  > 

Will.  That  I  had  lived  when  Caefar  did. 

Wynd.  Would  you  have  been  more  virtuous  or 
happy  ? 

Will.  I  mould  have  been  more  glorious — I  would 
have  followed  his  banner,  fought  by  his  fide, — 
perifhed  at  his  feet ! 

Wynd.  '\  hen  you  would  have  affifted  him  to  im- 
pofe  vaflalage  upon  barbarous  nations. 

Will.  Yes. — Oh  !  triumphant  thought ! 

Wynd.  And,  feftly,  have  aided  him  to  deftroy  the 
liberties  of  his  native  country  ? 

Will.  (Starting.)  Mo! 

Wynd.  How.  Remember  C«efar  did  fo.  He  filled 
with  woe  and  bloodfhed  the  land  which  had  given 
him  birth,  he  overthrew  the  government  by  which 
he  had  been  protected,  and  built  upon  the  ruin  of 
its  rights  and  laws,  the  dazzling  throne  of  arbitrary 
power.  Surely  you  would  have  aided  him  in  thefe 
exploits? 

Will.  (With  vehemence.)  No,  never — by  heavens! 
Never. — I  would  have  fought  for  the  liberties  of  my 
country  till  I  had  feen  them  beaten  down,  then  del- 
perate  and  felf-devoted,  I  would  have  planted  my 
dagger  in  the  heart  of  the  ufurper;  or,  failing  in  my 
aim,  have  fl;eathed  it  in  my  own  ! 

Wynd.  My  boy,  ever  preferve  fuch  fentiments — 
and  remember,  no  character  can  be  tiuly  great,  un- 
Icfs  it  be  truly  virtuous. 

William  bows,  retires,  and  flings  himself  thought- 
fully into  a  chair  at  the  bottom  of  the  ft  age. 
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Enter  PHILIP. 

Phil.  Sir  Edward  Cavendifti  is  in  the  hall,  Sir, 
and  waits  to  fpeak  with  you,  on  matters,  as  he  fays, 
of  urgency.  [Exit. 

Wynd.  Admit  him  inftantly.  What  hufmeis  fo  im- 
portant can  bring  [our  worthy  neighbour  to  us  at 
this  early  hour  ? 

Enter  CAVENDISH. 

Wynd.  Welcome,  ray  friend  ! 

Cav.  Colonel,  your  hand;  dear  Lady,  yours.  I 
fear  that  (  obtrude  rnyfelf  upon  you  at  an  unfeafon- 
able  time,  but  the  impatience  I  felt  to  fee  you, 
would  not  admit  a  punQilious  obfervance  of  the 
hour. 

Lady  W.  Sir  Edward,  the  fociety  of  friendfhip  is 
always  eftmimable/  and  vifits  from  thofe  we  regard 
pan  never  be  confidered  intrufions. 

Cav.  Thanks,  dear  Lady.  I  know  that  the  fen- 
timents  of  this  family  fympathiie  with  my  own,  and 
it  is  that  knowledge  only  which  has  led  me  hither. 
Colonel,  have  you  received  any  inteligence  from  the 
North  this  morning  ? 

Wynd.  None;  you  are  the  firft  vifitor  I  have  feen 
fince  yefterday. 

Cav.  Yqu  rejoice  me;  for  in  that  cafe,  I  become 
the  firft  bearer  of  glad  tidings — within  this  very  hour, 
report  has  reached  me,  and  on  lure  authority,  that 
four  days  fince,  theKing,defeateda  large  body  of  the 
Parliament  forces  on  the  borders  of  ShropQiire.  . 

Wynd.  Bleft  hearing!  hope  breathes  again  ! 

Cav.  Immediately  after  the  adion,  the  Royal 
army  directed  its  march  ftrait  South,  againft  the 
town  of  Worcefter ;  on  their  approach,  the  loyal 
citizens  flung  wide  the  gates  to  receive  their  right« 
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ful  prince,  and  now,  even  in  the  centre  of  his  king- 
dom, Charles  plants  his  ftandard. 

LadyW.  Oh ,  God  of  battles  !  wherefoe'er  his  ban- 
ner ftreams,  endow  its  courfe  with  vi&ory  ! 

Cav.  The  army  of  the  Parliament,  reinforced  by 
mighty  levies  drawn  from  London,  advances  now  to 
offer  battle. — Could  numbers  give  fuccels,  the  odds 
were  theirs,  but  hope  augurs  every  thing  for  the 
Royal  caufe. 

Wynd.  Heaven  fpeed  it — its  welfare  forms  my 
daily  prayer  and  nightly  dream. 

(William,  -who  has  Hftened  to  this  discourse  with 
impatient  interest,  unable  longer  to  curb  his  feel- 
ings, now  starts  up,  snatches  down  a  sword 
-which  hangs  on  the  side- scene,  and  casts  himself 
impetuously  at  Wyndham's/^. 

Witt.  My  father !  1  kneel  before  you,  and  I  crave 
a  boon. 

Wynd.  Name  it,  my  ion. 

Will.  Eeftow  upon  me  your  blefiing — this  fword 
•—and  permiffion  to  leave  your  caftle. 

Wynd*  My  fon!  whither  would  you  go  ? 

Will.  To  the  wars — to  glory — to  my  king  ! 

Wynd.  William! 

Lady  IV.   My  child  !  my  only  child  ! 

Will.  Father  !  turn  not  from  me — Mother,  look 
not  thus  in  forrow — What  is  it  that  I  afk,  which 
honour  does  not  ianction  ?  Heavens  !  now,  when  all 
the  noble  youths  of  England  rife  in  arms,  each 
vaulting  on  his  fleed,  brandifhing  his  lance,  and 
joftling  in  the  paths  of  fame,  could  you  endure  it 
to  be  faid,  the  heir  of  Wyndham,  like  the  bafe 
ifluc  of  a  peafant's  loins,  meanly  hides  within  his 
father's  halls,  turns  pale  and  trembles  at  the  trum- 
pet's blaft,  and  fears  to  anfwer  when  his  fovereign 
calls  ?  Oh !  my  parents,  let  me  live  with  honor,  or 
let  me  die ! 
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Cav.  There  burft  forth  the  genuine  fpirit  of  his 
race.  Oh  !  my  friends,  how  much  I  envy  you  the 
boaft  of  fuch  a  fon. 

Wynd.  (Aside.}  Hufh  !  Cavendifh,  your  praifes 
are  deftruBive.  William,  I  cannot  comply  with 
your  wiQies.  (Greatly  agitated.} 

Will.  How  !  am  I  then  refufed  ? 

Lady  W.  For  the  firft  time.  Deareft  boy,  fubmit 
to  the  only  reftriction  your  parents  ever  have  im- 
pofed  upon  you.  All  elfe  demand  and  take — fave 
only  this  ;  this,  they  cannot  grant. 

Will.  My  mother  !  would  you  then  fee  me  live  a 
coward  in  men's  efteem  ? 

Lady  W.  No  ! — but  it  would  break  my  heart  to 
look  upon  your  corpfe.  Remember,  William,  you 
are  now  ray  only  fon:  I  had  once  two  others, 
brave  blooming  boys,  and  gracious  as  yourfelf  to 
their  dealing  mother's  eye.  I  gave  them  up,  I  fent 
them  iorth  to  battle. — On  Nafeby's  mournful  field, 
fell  both  my  darlings,  twin-born  to  eternity!  When 
their  bleeding  bodies  were  placed  before  me,  I 
thought  that  1  had  paid  my  country  all  my  debt; — 
you  then  became  my  only  care,  myoumy  dead  boys 
feemed  to  live  again — and  often,  while  I  watched 
the  promife  of  your  ripening  manhood,  I  have  loft 
the  fenfeof  former  griefs,  and  cried,  'c  Providence! 
I  murmur  not,  lince  thou  haft  left  me  ftill  a  fon  !"— 
And  muft  I  now  refign  you  alfo  ?  Muft  I  indeed 
become  a  childlefs  woman  ?  Oh  !  no,  the  facrifice 
is  too  great.  William,  I  cannot  part  with  you. 

Will.  Madam  !  you  wring  my  heart-^-but — 

Lady  W.  Deareft  boy, yield  to  your  mother's  foli- 
citation. 

Wynd.  If  not,  obey  your  father's  command — I 
forbivl  you  to  quit  the  caftle. 

Will.  Harlh  prohibition,  levere  injunction  ! 
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ELINOR  sings  without,  and  then  enters  from  the  gar- 
den with  a  /mall  bajket  of  flowers. 

His  buckler  sat  tight,  and  his  helmet  was  bright, 

His  plume  was  the  eagle's  wing  ; 
lie  thrided  the  wood,  and  he  forded  the  flood, 

Yet  merrily  still  •would  he  sing. 

Elin.  Uncle  !  blefs  to  me  the  day  ! 

Wynd>  My  fair  niece  !  may  each  fuceeeding  morn, 
like  the  prelent,  light  you  to  happiness  and  virtue. 

Lady  W.  Elinor,  you  left  your  bed  at  fun-rife ; 
where  have  you  wandered  fince  ? 

Elin.  I  have  been  rangingjthe  garden,  to  gather  for 
you  thofe  flowers  which  you  love  moft.  See,  here,  I 
have  twifted  for  you  the  rofe  with  white  jeflamin, 
and  here  are  honey-fuckles  for  my  uncle. 

Cav.  My  pretty  Elinor  !  I  am  an  old  friend;  have 
you  not  a  blooming  gift  wherewith  to  remember 
me? 

Elin.  Ah  !  I  knew  not  of  your  vifit,  elfe  my 
good  Sir  Edward  had  not  been  forgotten.  I  have 
but  one  nofegay  left. 

'Cav.  For  whom,  then,  is  thai  nofegay  deftined  ? 

Elin.  Oh,  for  William — for  my  own  William ! 
(Turns  affectionately  to  him.)  Here,  Coz — take  it—- 
'tis - Hearts-ease — keep  it  in  your  bofom,  and  may 
it  never — never  wither. 

Will.  My  fair,  kind  coufin. 

Lady  W.  Elinor !  he  has  ever  loved  you. 
Now,  then,  my  niece,  ufe  your  foft  influence  with 
me — bend  his  ilern  temper  to  the  hopes  of  his  un- 
happy parents,  reconcile  him  to  his  home,  and  let 
him  no  longer  with  to  leave  us. 

Elin.  Leave  us !  he  does  not — he  cannot  mean 
it — whither  would  he  go  ? 

Lady  W.  To  the  wars — Alas  !  to  his  grave. 
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Elin.  No !  I  am  fure  he  cannot  purpofe  it — fpeak, 
William,  could  you  defert  your  Elinor  ?  She  would 
not  abandon  you  for  worlds. 

Will.  Sweet  Elinor  ! 

Elin.  Ah,  me !  you  do  not  anfwer — nay,  then, 
'tis  too  true,  and  William  no  longer  loves  me. 

Will.  Heaven  be  my  witnefs,  Elinor,  I  do  lov« 
you  dearly — truly. 

Elin.  Then  wherefore  would  you  leave  me  ? 

Will.  Duty  is  paramount  to  love. 

Elin.  Cruel !  I  have  known  no  duty,  but  what  niy 
affection  for  you  has  infpired. 

Will.  The  call  of  honour  is  imperative  ;  it  muft 
be  obeyed. 

Elin.  The  oaths  of  love  are  facred  ;  they  muft  not 
be  broken. 

Will,  Nor  mould  they  j  with  my  life  I  would  pre- 
fer ve  my  faith. 

Elin.  In  the  fatal  battle  they  would  both  be  loft. 
Oh  !  William,  by  my  terrors,  by  my  anguifli,  I 
conjure  you,  to  promife  that  you  will  think  no  more 
of  this. 

Will.  Elinor,— I— I— 

(A  trumpet  is  heard  at  some  little  distance.) 

Wynd.  Hark !  what  trumpet  is't,  that  founds  fo 
near? 

Cav.  'Tisthe  lord  Wilmot's.—  I  heard  of  this  but 
now. — His  power  fets  forth  to  day,  to  join  by  hafty 
march  the  King  at  Worcefter.  His  road  lies  ftrait 
beneath  your  caftle  walls. 

Will,  (With  quick  emotion.)  Ah  !  from  the  weftern 
turret  I  can  lee  the  warriors  pafs. 

[Exit  hastily  up  a  winding  stair. 

Lady  W.  Wyndham  !  mark'd  you  his  look  when 
the  trumpet  founded  ?  His  cheft  grew  big  with  mighty 
paffion — and  enthufiafm  flamed  from  his  eye — 
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Wynd.  Too  well  I  noted  it — and  its  exprefiion  fill* 
me  with  alarm. 

Elin.  I  will  follow  him,  and  ftrive  to  foothe  his 
paflions.  Oh  !  it  is  ever  with  him  thus,  when  chafed ; 
hisr  fudden  fpirit  breaks  all  wholefome  bounds—1 — 
but  brief  its  wanderings — 

So,  the  wild  torrent  rushing  from  the  rock, 
Oe'rswecps  resistance  with  its  headlong  shock  ; 
Soft  ye,  awhile,  its  clamoring  springs  subside, 
Self-still'd,  it  settles  to  a  sober  tide; 
In  broken  moans,  its  fury  sinks  to  rest, 
And  heaven  reflected,  glitters  on  its  breast. 

[Exit  up  the  turret. 

Lady  W.  Perfuafion  dwell  upon  thy  tongue,  fwcet 
maid. 

The  march  strikes  more  distinctly  on  the  ear,  and 
the  tops  of  spears  and  banners  are  seen  glittering 
and  fluttering  upon  the  hill  side  beyond  the  battle- 
ments. 

Wynd.  The  troops  are  paffing  now  before  my  gates. 
Philip. 

Enter  PHILIP. 

Phil.  My  lord. 

Wynd.  Let  the  draw-bridge  inftantly  be  raifed — 
No  perfon  of  my  family  muft  be  fuffcred  to  pafs 
forth  without  my  fpecial  order.  Mark  me,  not  even 
my  fon. 

Phil.  My  lord,  I  fhall  obey.  [Exit. 

Cav.  From  your  laft  injunction,  mould  I  infer, 
that  you  miftruft  your  fon's  obedience. 

Lady  W.  O!  Cavendifli,  his  impetuous  nature 
bids  me  fear  the  word.  Yet,  by  my  foul !  it  pains 
me  much,  that  I  mufi  feek  to  (mother  in  his  breaft, 
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that  god-like  fpafk  of  valor,  which  it  was  once 
my  deareft  pride  to  kindle  and  encourage. 

Cav.  Wherefore  would  you  quench  the  generous 
flame  ?  Now,  by  my  life,  had  I  fon,  even  with  fuch 
temper,  would  I  wifli  his  heart  to  glow. 

Wynd.  Recollect,  my  friend,  that  William  is  the 
laft  of  his  race;  in  his  grave  the  name  of  Wynd- 
ham  would  be  for  ever  buried.  Yet,  think  not. 
that  I  coldly  compromife  my  fubje&s  fealty  in  a 
father's  love. — No  !  could  I  again,  as  once  at  Nafe- 
by's  fight  I  did,  lead  forth  my  martial  train  of  fol- 
lowers, I  would,  myfelf,  upon  my  war-worn  brows, 
once  more  the  helmet  brace,  and  venture  with  my 
fon  in  fellow(hip  of  arms.  But,  alas  !  no  vaffals  now 
attend  my  banner;  the  heavy  arm  of  the  unjuft  has 
fallen  on  my  houfe  and  crumed  it.  William's 
(ingle  life  could  little  aid  the  King,  but  his  dear 
lofs  would  bow  his  parents  to  their  grave  in  forrow. 

Cav.  You  have  convinced  me.  I  ought  to  have 
remembered,  that  Wyndham  could  not  decide  with 
Jevity  on  any  point. 

Enter  ELINOR  precipatdy. 

Elin.  Oh  !  my  Uncle! — my  Friends! — fave  me — 
comfort  me — I  am  miferable  ! 

Lady  W.  Deareft  Elinor!  wherefore  this  concern  ? 

Elin.  Oh  !   he  is  gone — he  is  gone  for  ever  ! 

Lady  W.  Who  ? 

Elin.  William  !— Cruel  William ! — he  has  loft  us 
all! 

Lady  W.  Heaven,  (uftain  me  ! 

Wynd.  Speak,  Elinor !  explain! 

Elin.  I  flood  befide  him  on  the  Weftern  battle- 
ments, while  the  troops  of  the  Lord  Wilmot  pafled 
beneath  j  their  armour  glittered  in  the  fun-beam, 
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their  banners  gaily  ftreamed,  and  (heir  mufic  floated 
fweetly  on  the  wind. — As  they  pafled,  William's 
breath  drew  quicker,  and  all  his  foul  fprang  upward 
to  his  eyes  ; — fudden  he  darted  from  my  fide,  and 
rufhed  along  the  ramparts  utmoft  edge.-r-The 
powers  of  fpeech  and  motion  left  me,  but  with  my 
eyes  I  followed  him — (till  onward  fled  he,  till  he 
reached  the  place  where  in  the  late  ftorm  o'erthrown, 
the  wall  had  fallen  on  the  moat — boldly  he  fprang 
upon  the  tottering  mafs — I  clofed  my  eyes  thro*  ter- 
ror.— When  next  I  dared  to  look  he  flood  beyond 
the  fofs — there,  turning  round,  he  waved  his  hand 
in  rapid  token  of  farewell,  and  cried  aloud — *'  Hea- 
ven be  with  thee,  Elinor !  when  next  we  meet,  I 
claim  thee  as  a  foldier's  bride  !" 

Lady  W.  Oh!  heavy  hearing!  is  he  then  loft  to 
us? 

Elin.  He  bounded  o'er  the  turf — he  reached  the 
arm'd  array — he  mingled  in  their  (Inning  ranks — 
weapons  gleamed  and  banners  waved  around  him — 
Hill  my  fond  fight  puriued  the  rover — 'till  tears — 
ah  !  me,  difpiteful  tears,  burft  into  my  eyes,  and 
wafhed  away  their  doating  fenfe. 

Lady  W.  Oh !  glorious  fon  !  yet  ah !  unhappy 
parents ! 

Wynd.  Mourn  not,  my  Matilda; — Heaven's  pre- 
vailing hand  is  over  us — the  wound  is  given — pati- 
ence only  can  apply  a  balm. 

Cav.  Roufe,  noble  Lady,  roufe  that  happy  forti- 
tude, which  ever  yet  has  graced  your  mind. — '  Twill 
bear  you  bravely  up. 

Etin.  But  what  (hall  comfort  me  f  ah  !  whither 
(lull  /  turn  for  folace  or  fupport,  who  had  but  one, 
dear,  treafured  joy,  and  now  have  loft  it ! 

Lady  W*  Come  my  poor  mourner  ! — fweet  weep- 
ing faith,  whole  true  heart  pines  with  a  falfe  love's 
unkindnefs.i  come,  and  in  thefe  arms  exchange  your 
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griefs  For  m5ne,  fo  by  partaking  may  we  lighten  our 
diftrefs — Now  lift  we  up  our  prayers  to  Heaven  for 
hi'm,  who  abfent  ftands  in  danger's  walk. — Heaven 
is  merciful,  and  will  not  fcorn  the  huiubleft  kneeling 
mother,  who  fupplicates  prote&ion  for  her  only 
Child !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  ll.—Infide  O/"DAME  MAYTHORN'S  Cottage. 
Enter  CLARIS  EL,  knitting. 

A  I  R. — CLARIBEL. 

'Tis  oh !  I  wish  my  Love  was  come, 

And  oh!  I  wish  him  here! 
Nor  joy  nor  pleasure  rest  at  home 

When  roams  abroad  my  dear. 
I  wait  and  watch  beside  the  road, 

I  search  along  the  brook, 
I  roTe  by  every  path  hejiod, 

But  ah  I  in  vain  my  look! 
'Tis  oh!  I  wish,  &c. 

And  shall  I  see  his  face  again? 
And  shall  I  hear  him  speak? 

Shall  kisses  thrill  my  lip  again 

While  blushes  tint  my  cheek? 

No  heart  keep  I  within  this  breast—- 
The fluttering  fool  hath  flown — 

O  !  catch  it,  Arthur!  by  the  way, 
The  truant  is  Ay  own  J 

'Tis  oh!  I  wish,  &c. 
» 

Enter  DAME  MAYTHORN. 

Dame.  M.  Ah  !  Daughter  Claribel,  at  work  and 
at  fong  together,  as  vront — with  the  lark  in  the  morn- 
ing— witb  tbe  nightingale  at  eve — let  good  fortune 
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or  mifliap  be  toward,  it  matters  not,^-you  ftill  carol 
blythely  on  and  never  heed. 

Clar,  Aye  !  my  good  Dame,  ever  cheerful,  ever 
joyous ; — Care  ard  I  are  moft  religious  enemies — we 
never  fojourn  within  the  lame  threlhold. 

Dame  M.  In  faith,  but  you  keep  brave  fpirits — 

Clar*  So  do  you  mother — in  your  cellar — Mine, 
revel  in  the  heart — your  fpirits  are  never  uncork'd 
but  on  a  winter's  night,  when  the  (harp  froft 
pinches  lazy  limbs;  but  mine  keep  generously  on 
the  flow  all  the  year  round  ! 

Dame  M.  Aha  !  you  were  ever  a  mad  brain'd 
girl. — Heaven  fend  your  hufband  foon  home  to  go- 
vern you. 

Arth.  [without.']  What  ho  !  houfe  ! — Dame  May- 
thorn  ! — wife  Claribel !  — ho  ! 

Clar.  A  miracle !  good  mother,— man  comes  upon 
your  wi(h  ! 

Enter  ARTHUR. 

Dame  M.  Oh!  my  dear  boy  ! — art  returned  home 
again  ? 

Arih.  I  think  fo,  mother,  if  this  be  Maythorn 
Farm,  and  the  old  ivied  porch  ftand  where  I  left  it — 
but  let  us  touch  and  try — your  fift,  Dame  ! — Clari- 
bel !  bufs  me,  wench  ! 

Clar.  Haft  journeyed  far,  Arthur  ? 

Arth.  Even  to  Tewkfbury— 1  could  not  find  my 
grain  a  market  nearer  home. — What  has  befallen  in 
my  abfence — haft  any  news  for  me  ? 

Dame  M.  Oh !  yes,  I  have  a  power  of  ill  news. 

Arth.  Then  I  won't  hear  it. 

Dame  M.  You  muft— it  will  put  you  in  a  paflion. 

Arth,,  I  don't  want  to  be  put  in  a  paffion. 

Dame  M.  Ah  !  but  I  will  tell  you — feven  eggs  of 
the  Bantam  hen  were  found  addled  in  the  neit  laft 
Wednefday  morning ; — the  night  before,  the  hprfe- 
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fhoe  had  been  ftolen  from  the  door. — 1  fay  nothing — 
but  old  biear-ey'd  Margaret,  at  the  bottom  of  the 
lane,  might  give  a  fhrewd  guefs  to  find  out  the  thief. 

Arth.  Curfe  old  Margaret  and  the  Bantam  hen  ! 

Dame  M.  Fye  !  Arthur,  don't  curfe  the  poor  hen 
-- — (he  could  not  help  the  eggs  being  addled  ; — but  I 
have  been  a  match  for  old  Margaret — tor  I  have  had 
three  new  horfe-fhoes  nailed  againll  the  door — and 
every  evening  fince,  I  have  placed  a  couple  of  long 
ftraws  acrofs,  with  my  own  hand  before  the  threlhol'j. 

Arth.  Zooks  !  Mother,  you  have  made  the  farm 
impregnable  ; — Mother  Shipton  herfelf  could  not 
vanquifli  fuch  a  fortification. — But  hunger  is  to  fome 
natures  as  dire  a  foe  as  witchcraft;  1  have  ridden 
thirty  miles  fince  fun-rife — and  my  bowels  begin  to 
yearn  as  it  were,  for  fuftemnce. — Pry'thee!  good 
mother,  mew  your  cookery,,  and  fee  fome  breakfaft 
toward !  — 

Dame  M,  Marry  !  that  will  I — I  will  make  you  a 
ftrengthening  poflet,  fit  for  any  Juftice  of  the  Quo- 
rum.—Be  of  heart  boy !  you  fhall  have  your  break- 
faft, and  afterwards  you  lhall  fee  the  Lorfe  Ihoes. — 
Yes,  yes— I  think  I  have  been  a  match  for  old  Mar- 
garet !  [Exit. 

Ciar.  Arthur!  didft  meet  with  aught  of  note  upon 
your  travel  ? 

Arth  Aye,  marry,  wench !  the  times  are  ftirring, 
and  they  that  take  journeys  now-a-days  will  find 
employment  for  their  wits. -Many  a  choice  crew  of 
Jicme — weary  fpirits  crolfed  my  road — all  cafed  in 
firm- built  veflels — gallantly  rigged — iteering  in 
Glory's  tra£t,  and  bound  as  ventures  to  the  wars. — 
Worcefter  is  the  common  port,  for  there  the  young 
King  hcifts  his  flag. 

Clar.  Hufb  !   Arthur— the  King! 

Arth.  Aye,  girl,  the  King. — Never  make  fo  ftrange 
pf  his  title.- — Knaves  and  cowards  may  deny  then 
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fovcreign ;  but  brave  and  honeft  men  will  always 
glory  to  acknowledge  him. 

Clar.  Nay,  never  frown  and  look  fo  churlifhly 
upon  me — I  fpoke  but  out  of  loving  fear. — The  poor 
fhould  be  cautious,  and — 

Arth.  Wife — wife — when  his  dear  Country's  rights 
are  queftioned,  the  pooreft  man  in  England  feels  an 
intereft  equal  with  her  richeft  fubjecl: — and  honor 
ought  to  reft  as  proudly  on  the  thatch'd  rafters  of 
the  cottage,  as  on  the  gilded  roofs  of  palaces ! 

Clar.  Nay,  pry'thee  now,  be  not  angered  with 
me — 

Arth.  Angered ! — not  I  'faith  ! — I  never  loved  you 
better — but  when  you  flur  my  loyalty. — Look  you, 
Claribel ! — I  cannot  brook  it — 

Clari  I  will  be  mindful!  to  offend  no  more. — 
Come  now,  fmile  on  me  and  look  pleafant ! 

Arth.  Umph  ! — will  that  content  you  ?  [looks  gro- 
tesqualy  at  her.] 

Clar.  Aye  !  aye ! — now  I  know  you  for  my  own 
dear  wicked  good-tempered  Arthur  once  again. — 
Hang  care  and  forrow — le.t  to-morrow  provide  for 
itfelf — Claribel  neverjlooks  beyond  the  day — the  fun 
fhines — her  hulhand  fmiles — and  (ht  is  happy ! 


DUET. — CLARIBEL  and  ARTHUR. 

Clar.         Sing  low  !  wearily — drearily — 

Moments  lagg'd  and  skies  look  black. 
Arth.         Sing  high  !  merrily — cheerily — 

Mirth  and  sunny  beams  come  back. 
Clar.          Sing  low  !— sighingly— cryingly— 

Was  you  forc'd  afar  to  roam — 
Arth.        Sing  high  !  flauntingly— rantingly — 

Seek  I  thee  my  love  at  home! 
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Both.         Sing  high  !  sing  low  !  sing,  ho  heigh  !  nonny  ! 
Caroling,  capering,  blythesome  and  bonny — 
Jealousy  never — our  true  hearts  shall  sever 
Care  flies  the  door  and  Love  guards  it  for  ever ! 

\_Excunt. 

SCENE  III.— The  Royal  Tent  near  Worcester. 

A   Flouri/h. — Enter   King  CHARLES,    HAMILTON, 
DERBY,  and  Followers. 

Char.  Cheerly !  my  Cavaliers — thro*  opening 
Eaftern  clouds  the  fun  peeps  forth  with  rofy  front, 
and  gaily  prophecies  a  golden  noon.  Now,  by  my 
life,  I  think  the  generous  orb  is  friendly  to  our  arms — 
for  look  you,  Lords  !  full  upon  our  tent  he  floodg 
his  rifing  light,  and  leaves  the  trenches  of  the  foe  in 
fhade. 

Der.  We  needed  not  his  beams  to  animate  our 
hoft — your  Majesty's  great -felf  our  fun  mines  forth, 
your  looks  with  fiercer  valor  fire  the  young,  and 
freflily  kindle  life's  laft  lingering  fpark  in  age, — 
Whilft  ^ou  are  with  us,  fortune  grown  enamoured 
of  the  caufe,  muft  ftill  embrace  our  banner. 

Ham.  My  Lord  of  Derby  talks  it  boldly,  and  deck* 
out  Hope  with  moft  triumphant  words. — Yet  muft 
your  Highnefs  pardon  me,  if  much  I  mourn  the 
counfel,  which  led  us  to  forfake  the  rocky  North, 
and  feek  new  ventures  on  thefe  Southern  plains. — 
Each  day  that  \ve  have  loft  on  Englifh  ground,  has 
rather  thinned  than  fwelled  our  ranks, — My  Scottifti 
troops,  ftrange  and  unpractifed  to  our  preient  mode 
of  war,  lofe  their  accuftomed  cheer  of  fpirit,  and 
hourly  turn  away  their  faces  from  our  camp,  feeking 
with  heavy  heart,  their  rugged  homes  beyond  the 
diftant  Tweed. — No  (lore  ot  Englifti  friends  come  in 
to  weigh  againft  this  lofs — the  partifans  of  Stuart, 
here  methinks,  are  fleepers  all ;  or  if  they  wake,  the 
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dread  of  danger,  and  Cromwell's  great  immediate 
force  ftands  between  their  wifhes  and  the  effed. 

Char.  Why,  how  now,  Hamilton! — droop  not, 
noble  fpirit?  let  hollow  friends  and  timorous  fouls 
take  wing  and  fly  before  the  peril  falls;  the  greater 
glory  will  remain  with  thofe,  the  ftedfaft  few,  who 
(land  the  (hock,  and  dare  to  conquer  an  outnumber- 
ing foe ! Hark !  t  he  trumpet  (peaks  fome  new  ar- 
rival | — vvho  is't  that  comes  ! — Ha  !  by  all  my  hopes, 
Lord  Wilmot ! 

Enter  Lord  WILMOT,  WILLIAM,  and  Attendants. 

Char.  Welcome  !  trufty  friend — thus  let  me  fold 
you  to  my  loving  heart,  and  ipeak  how  dearly  it 
accounts  your  fervice. 

Wilm.  My  Liege,  this  kind  reception  overpays  the 
humble  efforts  of  my  zeal,  and  leaves  me,  worthlefs 
debtor  that  I  am,  too  poor  even  in  words  to  make 
requital. — What  (lender  ftrength  the  lofles  of  my 
houfe  had  left  me  to  command,  I  have  made  a  laft 
venture  of,  and  headed  to  your  camp. — Three  hun- 
dred yeomen,  raw  perchance,  and  inexpert  at  arms, 
as  fyftem -mongers  teach;  but  bearing  each,  wjthin 
his  rough  and  finewy  bread,  an  Englishman's  proud 
birth-right — unconquerable  courage,  and  the  im- 
mortal love  of  liberty  and  virtue  ! 

Char.  A  gallant  and  well-timed  fupply  ! — Met 
you  by  the  way,  any  parties  of  the  foe  ? 

Wilm.  Some  ftragglers  only,  who  fled  at  our  ap- 
proach, and  IhunM  encounter. — But  upon  my  march, 
I  crofs'd  a  young  adventurer,  who  maugre  obftacle, 
had  left  his  pleafant  home,  kind  relatives,  and 
plighted  love  behind,  to  ferve  his  Sovereign  here  at 
Worcefter. — So  pleafe  you,  1  would  commend  him 
to  your  Majefty's  regard.  [Presents  WILLIAM,  who 
~ 
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Char.  Already  I  efteem  his  merits,  and  infold  them 
in  my  love. — Say,  my  youthful  warrior,  how  fhall  I 
call  you  ? 

Will.  William,  my  Liege ! 

Char.  What  elie? 

Will.  Your  loving  fubjeft,  fire. — I  fain  would  bear 
that  title,  fince  my  natural  one  I  muft  not  ufe. — My 
parents  when  they  gave  me  being,  gave  me  alfo  an 
unblemifhed  name; — I  left  my  home  ungraced  by 
their  confent,  and  mould  difhonor  blight  me  now, 

•  •    * 

in  this  my  interdicted  courfe,  'twould  grieve  me  that 
a  corrupted  fcion  (hould  foul  the  credit  of  a  fair  and 
lofty  tree.  No,  my  fovereign,  let  me  firft  make 
proof  in  arms,  that  I  am  rightfully  my  Houfe's  heir, 
then  may  I  clafp  my  father's  knees  without  a  blufh, 
and  claim  my  birth-right ! 

Char.  Brave  youth  !  howe'er  renowned  the  ftock 
from  which  you  fpring,  my  life  upon't,  your  prowefs 
never  will  difgrace  their  line. 

Will.  It  mall  be  my  fludy  ever  to  deferve  your 
Majefiy's  good  thoughts.  Oh  !  give  me  but  a  fword, 
and  place  my  fovereign's  foe  againft  its  point,  then 
let  my  arm  declare,  whofe  blood  is  current  in  its 
veins ! 

Trumpet  sounds.     Enter,  Officer. 

Off.  My  Liege !  an  herald  from  the  enemy  de- 
mands a  parley — an  officer  accompanies  the  flag, 
and  waits  for  audience. 

Char.  Conduct  him  ftraight  before  us ! — [Exit 
Officer."]  Now,  my  Lords,  what  fhould  this  embafly 
portend  ?  courtefy  or  infult? 

Ham.  Be  it  either,  fire,  my  befl  advice  is,  that  you 
fpurn  it  from  you. 

D 
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Enter  LAM  ETON. 

• 

.  Lamb.    Stand  1  within  the  prefence  of  Charles 
Stuart  ? 

Ham.  Audacious  rebel!  within  the  prefence  of 
the  King  of  Scotland. 

Char.  Peace !  good  Hamilton. 

Lamb.  Stand  I  within  the  prefence  of  Charles 
Stuart?  I  repeat. 

Char.  I  bear  the  name  of  Stuart,  graced  in  itfelf, 
beyond  the  aid  of  vain  additions. — Now,  ceremony 
part — to  your  matter,  Sir  ! 

Lamb.  Briefly ; — from  the  Lord  Proteftor,  and 
England's  high  Parliament,  now  afiembled,  I  bear  to 
you  proffer'd  terms  of  compofition  and  advantage. 

Char.  Propofe  your  terms  at  large — my  anfwer 
(hall  be  ftri-cl:  to  each  particular. 

Lamb.  Thus  then  by  my  mouth,  fpeaks  the  great 
Protector  — "  Charles,  againfl  your  facred  mother 
England,  you  have  deeply  finned— more  like  fome 
recklefs  parricide,  than  as  a  duteous  fon  ;  you  have 
icair'd  her  fair  bofoiri  with  unnatural  ftabs,  and 
murdered  there  the  gentle  dove  of  peace,  that  elfe 
had  built  iis  everlafting  neft. — Confederate  with  fun- 
dry  malecontents  and  outlaw'd  men ;  you  have  raifed 
rebellion's  flame  within  this  quiet  Ifle,  and  blown  its 
fubtle  fparks  into  the  fui  theft  corners  of  our  coaft — 
offending  and  deftroying  in  their  courfe,  hither,  even 
to  the  centre  of  the  realm  yuur, impious  arms  have 
pierced,  but  here  their  progrefs  ends. — Heaven's  di- 
je&ing  arm  hath  placed  its  chofen  fervants  round 
about,  and  given  into  their  hands  the  flaming  fword 
of  vengeance;  but  mercy  dwelleth  ever  with  the 
righteous,  and  tho'  of  v:6tory  well  affured,  England  is 
loth  to  iiain  herfelf  with  Englifh  blood;  let  Stuart 
then,  to  (pare  a  mournful  conqueft,  make  frank  fur- 
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render  of  his  elfedevoted  forces;  and  we,  upon  the  faith 
of  governments  engage  to  him,  fafe  conduft  to  our 
fliores,  neceflary  (hipping,  and  open  paffage  of  the 
feas — with  an  unconditioned  amnefty  pronounced  to 
all  who  quit  his  fortunes,  and  turn  fubmiffive  to 
their  homes  again. — What  anfwer  (hall  I  bear  to  the 
Prote&or  ? — 

Char.  With  marvel  I  have  heard,  with  indigna- 
tion I  reply. — Firft,  I  do  pronounce  as  falfe,  that 
I  have  ftirred  'gainft  England's  peace. — Falte,  that  T 
have  leagued  with  any  but  juft  and  loyal  men  ;  and 
falfer  ft»ll,  that,  treadingnowupon  mine  own  heredi- 
tary foil,  I  fland  within  the  fcope  of  any  upftart  foe, 
to  trammel  or  eje£l.  A  duteous  and  a  loving  fon  to 
England  have  I  ever  proved,  nor  come  I  now,  to 
mangle  with  frefh  wounds,  her  honor'd  breaft,  but 
to  pour  balm  into  thole  piteous  hurts,  which  traitor 
han-ds  already  have  inflicted  there.  To  ourfelf,  and 
thofe  abiding  with  us,  all  fovereignty  and  iway  do 
rightfully  attach,  and  they  who  now  would  bar  our 
title,  are  but  a  falie  unlicenfed  rabble ;  whofe  only 
fliew  to  oppofition,  is  a  wicked  power,  bloodily 
ufurped,  fleetingly  pofTeffed— the  dregs  of  England 
and  her  worft  difgrace. 

Lamb,  My  commiffion  goes  not  further. — But 
out  of  loving-kindnefs  towards  my  Country,  I  am 
moved  to  add  my  own  advice  to  the  Prcteclor's 
offers — bethink  you,  Sir,  upon  the  odds — our  forces 
nearly  double  your  account. 

Char.  Let  them. — And  to  each  thoufand  that  you 
count,  reckon  frefh  thonfands  on,  then  tens  of 
thoufands  more;  'till  Heaven's  wide  arch  mall 
frarcely  feem  to  fpan  the  illimitable  line!  Small  are 
the  numbers  of  confederate  holts,  if  honor  breatftes 
no  infpiration  through  their  ranks.  Weak  arc  the 
finews  of  the  ruightitft  arm,  if  confcience  hang  a 
guilty  weight  about  it ;  and  vain  the  counfels  of 
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debating  Senates,  if  God  be  abfent  from  their  clofe- 
wrought  fchemes  ! — In  heaven's  high  regard,  my 
foldiers'  valor,  and  my  own  good  caufe,  I  place  my 
truft  — Allelfe  were  impotent.  Hence!  Sir,  back  to 
the  man  who  mifemploys  you,  and  inform  him  thus 
— tell  him  befides,  that  Charles  too  dearly  loves  his 
Englilh  ground,  to  yield  one  jot  of  it  without  a 
blow. 

Lamb.  I  mail  report  you  faithfully. — With  heavy 
heart,  I  take  my  leave. 

Lha*.  Short  leaves-taking,  Sir,  we  foon  (hall 
meet  ngain.  (Exit  Lamb.)  Give  him  fafe  conduct 
through  our  lines.  Now,  Hamilton;  how  like  you 
this  our  prompt  refolve  ? 

Ham.  Worthy  a  King,  a  hero,  and  a  Scot.  Oh  ! 
let  the  trumpet  found,  that  I  may  teach  thefe  empty 
braggarts  of  the  South,  how  keen  the  vengeance  of 
a  Northern  arm. 

Wilm.  O'er  the  green  ridge  of  yonder  hills  that 
look  towards  Malvern,  the  banners  of  the  foe  begin 
to  wave  ! — belike  they  do  but  wait  their  mefien- 
ger's  return,  to  feek  us  here,  and  force  us  to  the 
fight. 

Char.  To  feek  us  ! — No,  brave  Wilmot,  to  re- 
ceive us  rather.  Be  it  ever  ours  to  give  the  chal- 
lenge, not  coldly  dally  'till  it  comes  to  find  us.  Now 
through  our  ranks  let  martial  expedition  ftir.  Some 
one  hafte  to  Worcefter  town,  and  bid  lord  Lefley 
lead  his  Scottim  horfe,  forth  at  the  Northern  gate, 
and  fcour  the  meadows  up  the  Severn's  fide.  Cava- 
liers, to  arms  ! — each  leader  to  his  feparate  power, 
and  promptly  mufter  front  the  camp.  In  Heaven's 
great  prefence  here  I  draw  my  fword,  never  to  yield 
it,  as  I  truft,  but  as  a  conqueror,  or  in  death.-^ 
Methinks  my  martyred  father's  fpirit  fits  upon  my 
arm,  and  freflily  nerves  it  with  immortal  force! — 


THE  ROYAL  OAK.  « 

Forward  ! — Be  the  word  of  battle — "  Britain! — our 

parent's  glory,  and  cur  children's  hope. -Away! 

[Exeunt  CHARLES  and  NOBLES. 
A  loud  flour  ijh  of  batde  inflruments  is  sounded.  A 
sandard- bearer    and  several  soldiers   advance. 
Ihe  standard  is  planted  in  front  of  the  stage, 
and  the  foldiery  form  themselves  arcund  it. 

CHORUS  OF  SOLDIERS. 

Rise!  rise!   rise! 
Voice  of  battle,  deep  and  dread!' 

To  the  skies, 
Let  the  vast  alarum  spread! 

Hear !  hear !  hear ! 
Living  Lord  of  strength  and  might, 

Arm'd  appear, 
Go  thou  with  us  to  the  fight! 

Lord  !  Lord  !  Lord ! 
Roll  loud  thunders  o'er  our  way-* 

Let  thy  sword 
Flash  red  lightnings  thro*  the  fray! 

(Trumpets  -without  sound  to  the  attack.) 

Round!  round!  round! 
Wide  and  wild,  the  war-blast  blows ! 

Hail  !  mad  sound  ! 
Mingl'd  knell  of  friends  and  foes  I 

Blood!  blood!  blood! 
Gush  and  drown  the  field  of  fight ! 

From  the  flood, 

SOULS  make  wing,  and  crowd  in  flight! 
The  curtains  which  compose  the  back  of  the  tent, 
are  drawn  up,  and  dijcover  the  field  of  battle,  ex- 
tended to  a  ptrjpective  beyond.  The Joldiers  from 
the  Jront  of  the  stage,  march  through  the-  open- 
ing, and  mix  with  the  confusion  of  the  combat. 

END    OF    THE    flRST    ACT. 


30  THE  ROYAL  OAK. 

ACT     II. 

SCENE  I. — A  Gateway  at  Worcester. 
Flouri/h. — Enter  FAIRFAX,  LAMBTON,  and  followers. 

Fair.  Command  a  halt  beyond  the  city  gates, — 
Thus  far  fuccefs  betides  the  righteous  caufe — our 
haughty  foes  are  vanquilh'd  utterly,  and  Worcefter 
yields  repentant  to  our  arrns. — See  that  all  prifoners 
be  fafely  lodged;  to  thofe  of  note,  give  fpecial  tend- 
ing as  befits  their  rank,  [Exeunt  followers.']  Now, 
Lambton !  faid  you  that  Cromwell  had  already  left 
the  camp  ? 

Lamb.  Scarcely  was  the  armour  from  his  limbs 
unbrac'd,  before  he  mounted  horfe  for  London,  to 
bear  himfelf  the  news  of  his  great  viftory,  to  Parlia- 
ment. 

Fair.  Know  you  whether  Charles  furvives  his 
party's  general  wieck  ? 

Lamb.  When  all  was  loft,  and  o'er  red  heaps  of 
kindred  flain,  his  routed  fold  it  rs  faintly  prefled  their 
flight,  1  faw  young  Stuart  fingly  (land,  and  keep  the 
centre  of  the  field,  unhors'd — liis  helmet  gone — his 
buckler  battered  with  innumerous  tlows, — in  his 
right  hand  aloft  he  (hook  a  glittering  fword,  and 
with  the  other,  grafp'd  a  ftandard  newly  reicued  from 
fome  conqueror's  arm — bleeding,  panting,  looking 
death  and  fcorn  he  flood, — as  adefpairing  lion,  o'er- 
taken  by  purfuit,  that  fiercely  turns,  and  keeps  his 
hunters  at  tremendous  bay — ib  terrible,  and  yet  fo 
glorious  looked  the  youth,  that  e'en  cur  rougheft  fons 
of  war,  either  by  fear,  or  fudden  reverence  tpuch'd, 
forbore  to  prefs  the  combat  further,  arxd  turned 
their  blood-dyed  weapons  from  his  bread  aveife  1 
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Fair.  Efcaped  he  then  ? 

Lamb.  At  length,  iurrounded  by  an  hoft  of  foes, 
death  or  captivity  appeared  his  only  choice;  when  by 
a  fudden  chance,  Lords  Derby  and  Wilmot,  return- 
ing to  the  charge,  with  headlong  valor  bore  the  royal 
prize  away,  and  forced  him,  all  unwilling,  to  par- 
take their  flight. 

Fair.  Which  courfe  was  taken  by  the  fugitives  ? 

Lamb.  Towards  the  foreft — there,  as  I  have 
learned,  they  parted  company,  and  ever  fince  the  eve 
of  yefterday,  Stuart  has  wander'd  thro'  the  woods 
alone,  no  man  knows  wither. — But  Jong  he  cannot 
hope  to  'fcape,  parties  of  fleet  horfe  already  are  fent 
out,  by  every  road  in  his  purfuit. 

Fair.  Let  heralds  proclaim  him  ftrait  thro*  every 
neighbouring  town,  and  fcrolls  be  ported  by  each 
church  and  public  pafs,  offering  rewards  to  any  that 
(ball  feize  his  perfon,  and  denouncing  death  to  thofe, 
\vho  (belter  or  conceal  him. — Accompany  me,  Lamb- 
ton,  to  the  City  hall,  where  now  our  graveft  captains 
wait  in  council,  and  there  devife  what  further  may 
be  done.  [Exeunt, 

' 

SCENE  II. — The  skirts  of  a  Forest — In  the  centrt 
of  the  stage,  a  large  Oak  Tree — on  one  side  the  Cot' 
iage  of  MAYTHORN — the  scene  is  darkened  as  just 
before  the  dawn  — It  thunders  and  lightens  -violently  — 
CHARLES  puts  aside  some  of  the  branches  of  the  Oak, 
and,  looks  cautiously  round — he  then  descends,  and 
comes  forward. 

Char.  Nature,  rave  on  !— ^embattled  elements  pur- 
fue  your  ftrife,  and  wreak  your  vengeance  freely  on 
a  wretch's  head — here,  fpend  your  Ihafts,  here  plant 
your  bolted  fires — ftrike,  and  fpare  not  — (leans  for 
a  moment  against  the  tree.}-  Yet,  pardon,  oh  !  Hea- 
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ven ! — Pardon,  that  I  murmur  at  thy  jufl  decrees! — 
No — tho'  forely  touched  and  tempted  by  its  griefs, 
my  fpiiit  bows  in  reverence  to  thy  will ;  and  fmce  it 
pleafes  thee  that  I  fliould  live,  exiftence  ftill  ftiall 
be  my  care,  (tempest  continues]  Methinks  the  thun- 
der rolls  more  cliftant,  and  thro*  the  foreft's  fhud- 
dering  walks  the  ftorm  lefs  fiercely  drives. — O'er  the 
horizon's  dufky  edge,  a  trembling  light  begins  to 
fteal,  and  from  the  womb  of  dark  reluftant  clouds, 
imperfect  morningftrugjles  intobiah.- — Unwelcome 
view  !- — All  the  long  night,  the  calls  of  my  purfuers 
have  founded  on  the  blaftV- and  oft  my  name,  with 
threats  and  curfes  joined,  has  reached  me  in  the  tem- 
peft's  fitful  paufe.— With  day,  frefli  danger  comes — 
but  whither  (hall  I  fly  ?  Where  feek  a  refuge  ? 
Ruin'd — undone— profcribed  and  dog'd  at  every 
ftep — pity  e'en  in  loyal  bofoms  fcarcely  dares  to  know 
itfelf,  and  doors  that  once  were  hofpitable,  now  are 
barred  in  terror  'gainft  me,  left  they  take  deftrucYion 
in  : — Yet  fomewhere,  I  muft  find  relief,  or  foon  with 
very  want  expire  ! — Weigh'd  down  by  long  fatigue 
and  watch,  nature  finks,  and  my  worn  limbs  refufe 
their  office. — Yonder  (lands  a  cottage,  half  hid 
amidft  the  trees,  the  cafements  are  all  clofed,  and  the 
inhabitants  ftill  reft  ; — What  if  I  wake  them,  and  beg 
fome  food  for  charity  ? — The  appeal  is  hazardous; 
but  they  are  my  countrymen,  and  if  their  hearts  be 
truly  Enghih,  they  will  not  look  upon  mifery  without 
compaflion. — [a  loud  -whistle  is  heard.]  Ha!  1  am 
prevented — voices  and  footlteps  found  thro*  the  fo- 
reft. — Friendly  oak  !  take  me  to  thy  concealing 
(hades  again — in  thee  alone  is  fafety. — Grant  me 
ftrength,  oh  Heaven  !  that  I  fall  not  down  with  wea- 
rinefs  at  my  purfuer's  feet !  [He  re-ascends  the  Oak> 
and  conceals  htwijclj  amidst  the  boughs.] 
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Enter  Two  Soldiers. 

ist  Sol.  I  tell  you,  co-Tirade,  I  was  right  j — we  are 
now  in  the  high  foot-path  to  the  village. — When  I 
was  a  boy,  before  I  gathered  honours  in  the  war,  I 
gained  a  fair  credit  hereabouts  by  fnaring  deer  in 
this  fame  forett,  and  1  could  lead  you  thro*  all  its 
windings  blindfold — but  half  a  mile  forward,  and  we 
reach  the  inn. 

zd  Sol.  May  be  fo — but  here  I  halt — not  a  ftep 
further  before  day  break. 

ist  Sol.  Art  an  owl,  and  onl?  fighted  in  the  dark — 
'tis  day  break  now — the  cocks  are  crowing  from 
every  rood  about  the  foreft — the  fun  will  foon  be 
rifing — 

zd  Sol.  No  matter.  I'll  e'n  feat  myfelf  under 
this  tree,  and  reft  'till  the  corporal  join  us — he  can- 
^not  now  be  far  behind,  [scats  himfdf  under  the  Oak.] 
Ffaith,  the  wind  and  the  rain  between  them  have  be- 
gotten a  marvellous  drynefs  in  my  throat  [drinks.] 
this  is  right  cordial — the  thunder  has  not  turned  it- 
comrade,  wilt  drink  ? 

ist  Sol.  Not  I — my  thirft  is  of  another  kind. 

zd  Sol.  How  a  man  may  live  and  learn  !  'till  now 
I  never  knew  that  drynefs  had  a  difference  in  its  fa- 
Ihion. — Prith'ee  comrade,  tell  me  the  new  mode, 
that  I  may  correft  my  ftyle. 

ist  Sol.  My  thirft  is  for  gold — rewards — prefer- 
ment— the  cup  of  fortune  ftands  within  our  reach, 
and  we  might  lhare  the  draught — but  you  are  too  lazy 
to  ftretch  out  your  arm  and  grafp  it. 

zd  Sol.  That's  a  miftake — only  let  fortune's  cup 
become  vifible,  and  I'll  make  a  long  arm  with  any 
man  of  indifferent  ftature  in  the  army. 

ist  Sol.  Charles  Stuart  cannot  be  far  off — if  we 
£ 
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could  feize  him,  we  might  line  our  doublets  with  a 
thoufand  pounds,  and  write  Hfquire  after  our  names 
thro'  life. 

zd  Sol.  Aye!  but  where  are  we  to  feek  for  him  — 
We  have  been  hunting  him  all  night  long,  like  a  jack- 
o'Jantern  thro'  the  foreft,  and  taken  nothing  but  ill 
weather,  foak'd  jerkins,  and  broken  fhins  in  fee. 

i.v  Sol.  I  tell  you  he  is  not  far  from  us,  and  if  we 
life  induftry  cannot  long  efcape; — I'll  roufe  the  cot- 
^aoe  here,  and  make  enquiry,     [goes  up  to  the  cottage.'] 
'Holloa!   Houfe! 

2d  Sol.  Marry  !  comrade,  you  have  lufty  lungs — 
if  this  fame  cup  that  you  talk  of,  were  to  be  holloa'd 
for,  you'd  win  it  from  the  General  himfelf. 

is/  Sol.  Why,  hotife.     1  fay — Houfe  !   holloa  ! 

ARTHUR  -opens  a  casement  above. 
Arth.  Holloa!  again.     What  are  you  that  beat  at 
a  yeoman's  door  ? 

ist  Sol.   Friend,  I  come  in  peace, 
Arth.   Yet  you  break  my  reft,  and  that's  a  ftrange 
.  %n  of  peace  methinks.     Who  are  you? 

ist  Sol.  A  foldier,  and  one  of  the  right  caufe. 

A.    *i       \XT1  J 

Arth.  What  do  you  want  r 

L    o    i      T     r  • 

ist  .So/,  Information. 

Arth  Then  you  may  depart  in  peace  as  you  came, 
for  I  have  none  of  the  commodity  to  fpare.  [C/OSM 
the  casement.^ 

ad  Sol.  Comrade,  you  muft.  thirft  a  little  longer — 
remember  many  things  fall  out  between  the  cup  and 
the  lip. 

i.v*  Sol.  That  knave  is  a  Royalift — I  know  him 
by  his  fullenefs — Aye  !  by  my  tword  !  a  rank  Roy- 
alift ! — but  let  us  forward,  and  we  may  gain  fome 
tidings  at  the  village 

Corp.  (without.)  What  ho  !  my  Trojans  !  my  gal- 
lants  of  Ilion  ! 
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2d  Sol.  Mafs !  but  that's  our  corporal's  voice — 
I  knew  he  would  overtake  us. 

ist  Sol.  Here's  my  curfed  luck  !  I  never  went  up- 
on a  good  fcent,  but  a  pack  of  greedy  hounds  muft 
open  on  the  game,  and  come  in  at  the  death  before 
me. 

Enter  Corporal  and' Soldiers. 

r 

CVj&.How  now  ! — Bellona's  bridegrooms !  are  we 
met  ? — have  ye  ftrayed  ? — have  ye  wander'd  ? — nay, 
fhame  not  to  confefs  it — the  world  is  full  of  errors, 
and  we  that  are  of  fcience,  have  but  kept  the  courfe 
indifferently  ftricT:  ourfelves. 

zd  Sol.  Marry!  mafter  Corporal,  had  I  your  fcho- 
larfhip,  I  mould  little  fear  to  mifs  my  way. 

Corp.  Thou  prejudged  wrongfully — Fortune  turns 

upon  her  wheel,  and  we,  blind  mortals,  follow  her 

.verfations.     I,  that  was  once  a  fchool-mafter,  am 

now  a   corporal — from  aru  to  arms — from  Apollo 

unto  Mars — Ergo — I  have  mifs'd  my  way. 

&d  So/.   I  mould  like  to  be  a  fcholar,  for  all  that. 

Corf.  Thy  wifli  is  granted — I  promife  thee — dic- 
tum est — it  is  pronounced faftum  tst — it  is  per- 
formed— to  us,  the  inaugurated  few,  nature  unlocks 
the  cafket  of  her  wonders — by  us,  her  very  fecret 
things,  pad,  prefent,  and  to  come,  are  freely  known, 
and  utterly  poflerTed 

ist  Sol,  Since  your  learned  men  know  every  thing, 
Corporal,  I  would  afk  a  queftion  ;  can  you  tell  where 
Charles  Stuart  may  be  now  hid  ? 

Corp.  Indubitably  can  I — if  he  be  hid— he  is — 
concealed — that  is — he  may  not  be  at  prefent  vifible. 

ist  Sol.  Well  !  I  am  no  (choiar — thank  Heaven, 
I  can  neither  write  nor  read — but  I  think  J  fhould 
have  been  as  wife  without  your  anfwer. 

Corp.  Repine  ye  not,  warriors  of  valorous  arm  ! 
What  tho*  1  may  not  my  (elf  expound — 1  bear  that 
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with  me,  which  (hall  this  Gordian  knot  of  fecrefy  un- 
tie.— Behold  ye  here — the  Proclamation  !  the  Re- 
ward !  (shews  a  scroll.}  Gold  can  pierce  ftern  gates 
of  iron  ! 

ist  Sol.  That  fight  gives  me  frefh  longings — pry'- 
thee  good  matter  Corporal,  Jet  us  on — 

Corp.  Have  with  ye,  myrmidons  !  firft,  I  would 
leave  a  copy  of  the  Proclamation  at  yon  cot  obfcure. 

is/  So/.  You  will  but  lofe  labor — they  that  dwell 
there,  are  Royaliftcurs,  and  unlefs  you  break  the 
door  down,  you  get  no  aHmiffion, 

2d  Sol.  'Slife  !  matter  Corporal,  poft  up  the  fcroll 
againft  this  oak — 'twill  face  the  door,  and  when  they 
open  it,  they  needs  mud  read. 

Corp.  Thy  words  give  politic  counfel — the  cha- 
racters hereon  infcribed,  will  grieve  the  eyes  of 
naughty  Royalifts,  and  therefore  it  is  my  pleafure 
they  (ball  read — poft  up  the  Proclamation,  (the 
scroll  is  posted  against  the  oak  )  Lo  !  ye,  brethren  in 
arms — Phcebus  afcends  the  fphere  !  forth  with  our 
nectar  flaiks —  drink  falutation  to  the  morn — fing 
of  martial  joys — then  on  ! — 

CATCH  OF  SOLDIERS. 

The  battle  is  fought,  and  the  battle  is  won, 

Cold  on  the  plain — ten  thousand  remain, 
Who  merrily  march'd  at  the  rise  of  the  sun, 

Nights'  heavy  rain — was  tears  for  the  slain  ! 
Now  lift  the  voice!  —  in  shouts  rejoice! 

For  Rounheads  keep  level  where  Royalist's  bled — 
The  eagle  before  ye — flies  onward  to  glory — 

Let  kite  and  let  raven  go  prey  on  the  dead  ! 

Lillibullero!— Lillibullero! 
Let  kite  and  let  raven  go  prey  on  the  dead ! 

[They  pass  under  the  Oak  in  triumph,  joining  in  chorus 
to  the  burden.  \Exeunt 
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Enter  ARTHUR  from  the  Cottage. 

Arthur.  A  goodly  day  is  toward — the  fun  begin* 
to  rife,  and  the  Eaft  looks  clear — faith  !  the  temptft 
clattered  fo  roughly  through  the  night,  I  thought 
the  old  roof  would  have  fallen  about  our  ears ;  but 
fave  a  few  torn  boughs  ftrewn  here  and  there,  I  fee 
no  damage  done — Ha  !  what  have  we  here  upon  the 
tree  ?  a  Proclamation  !  (reads]  "  A  thoufand  pounds 
reward  to  him  who  feizes  the  perfon  of  Charles  Stu- 
art,— death  to  thofe  that  fhelter  or  conceal  him," — 
Greedy  blood-hounds,  are  you  fo  keen  in  your  pur- 
fuit  ? — what,  proclaimed  ! — marked  out  for  death  ! 
• — a  price  fet  upon  his  anointed  head  ! — Off!  badge 
of  infamy, — off!  nor  difgrace  the  rough  honefty  of 
an  Engliih  Oak,  by  publifhing  upon  it  the  accurfed 
plots  of  traitors  and  affaffins  (Tears  down  the  Pro- 
flamatioii  with  pa jjlonate  vehemence t  then  falls  withjud* 
den  fetvor  on  his  knee)  Oh!  hear  me,  Heaven! 
hear  your  kneeling  fervant  !  this  day  let  every  ill 
you  pleafe  to  fend,  betide  both  me  and  mine,  drive 
us  to  beggary — to  want — to  death — but  watch,  pre- 
ferve,  and  blefs  my  King  !  in  grief  or  ficknefs  cheer 
his  drooping  foul — turn  ail  the  treafons  of  his  enemy 
to  fcorrt,  and  lead  him  forth  at  laft,  to  govern, 
comfort,  and  rejoice  his  faithful  people  !  (rijes.)  A 
prayer  is  all  the  poor  man  has  to  offer,  but  let  the 
rich  and  noble  ftrve  their  Sovereign  better ! — 

(CHARLES  puts,  ajide  feme  bevghs,  and  bends  forward.) 

Char.  Friend  !  friend  ! — 
Arth.  Ah  !  whence  comes  that  voice  ? 
Char.  Here  !  here  ! 

Arth.  How  !  from  the  Oak  ?  who  are  you,  and 
what  brings  you  there  ?  Ipeak. 
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Char.  I  am  your  countryman — perfecuted  and  in 
affliction. — Have  pity  on  me  ! 

~Artb.  Come  down.— Now  let  me  learn,  how  I 
may  lerve  you. 

(Charles  defctnds  by  Arthur's  help,  and   leans 
faintly  againft  the  tree  ) 

Char.  Thanks !    thanks  ! 

Aith.  You  feem  wsak  and  feeble — are  you  ill  ? 

Char.  For  many  hours,  I  have  lain  concealed 
among  the  branches  of  this  tree — and  faligue  has 
well  nigh  funk  me. 

Arth.  What  are  you  ? 

Char.  A  Cavalier — one  of  the  Royal  array  who 
'fcaped  from  Worcefter  fight — on  the  borders  of  this 
foreft,  I  was  overtaken  by  a  party  of  the  Foe — I 
plunged  into  its  deepeft  fhades — quitted  my  horfe, 
and  climbing  this  friendly  Oak,  remained  hidden 
through  the  night,  even  as  you  found  me. 

Arth.  How  can  I  do  you  fervice  ? 

Char.  Direct  me  to  a  place  of  fafety. 

Arth.  Whither  would  you  go  ? 

Char.  Any  where,  that  charity  and  goodnefs 
dwell :  whole  manfion  is  there  in  the  neighbour- 
hood ? 

Arth.  My  Landlord's — Colonel  Wyndham. 

Char.  Is  he  an  honorable  man  ? 

drtb.  It's  a  fign  you  never  heard  his  name, — you 
would  not  then  have  afk'd  that  queflion. 

Char.  Pardon  my  abruptness — will  you  conduct 
me  to  him  ? 

Arth.  Why,  look'ye  Sir,  I  am  not  much  given 
to  pay  compliments,  but  there  is  a  fomething  about 
vour  face  that  inclines  me  to  think  well  of  you. 
Therefore  I  will. 

Char.  Again  I  thank  you  ',  but — I — I — Oh  ! 

(Ht  Daggers  with  feeblenejs     Arthur  catches  him.} 

Arth.   Heavens !  you  cannot  fupport  yourfelf' — 
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Char.  I  am  weak  indeed — Grant  me  a  little  food, 
or  elfe  I  faint  ! 

Arth.  Holloa!  Mother!  Wife!  Holloa! 


Enter  Dame  MAYTHORN  and  CLARIBEL. 

Dame.  Lac-a-daify  !  boy,  what's  the  matter  that 
you  call  thus. 

Artb.  Take  this  ftranger  intb  the  cottage,  and 
place  every  thing  in  your  pantry  before  him. 

Clar.   A  ftranger — what's  his  name  ? 

Arth.  He  is  a  fellow  creature,  and  in  distrefs ! 
that  title,  I  truft,  is  fufficient  to  engage  for  him,  the 
kindnefs  of  every  feeling  heart. 

Char.  Worthy,  generous  man  !  if  ever  Charles 
recovers  his  kingdom,  he  will  reward  you  for  this 
charity  to  me. 

r\  r\  n      -   •  •         T^IJ 

Dame.  Come  uranger,  let  me  lead  you  to  our 
cottage — nay,  never  doubt,  but  that  1  do  it  wil- 
lingly— I  am  an  old  woman,  it  is  true,  but  I  have 
not  lived  fo  long,  as  to  forget  the  firit  precept  of  a 
Chriftian — <ompaffion  for  the  unhappy  and  diftreft  ! 
[Exeunt  Arthur,  Dame,  and  Charles  into  Cottage. 

Clar.  I  mail  not  reft  now,  till  I  find  out  who  this 
ftranger  may  be — he  told  Arthur,  the  King  would 
reward  him  for  his  charity;  by  that,  he  cannot  be  a 
common  gueft — dear  heart !  how  provoking  it  is, 
to  know  a  fecret  exifts,  yet  not  be  able  to  difco- 
ver  it. 

Re  enter  ARTHUR. 

I 

Clar.  Oh  !   my  dear  Arthur !  a  word  with  you! 
Arth.  Let  it  be  a  fhort  one  then — for  1  am  in 
hafte. 
Clar.  In  hafle,  forfooth  !  whither  now  ? 
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Anh.  The  Cavalier  has  left  his  horfe  in  yonder 
thicket,  I  muft  leek  for  it. — 

Clar.  Well  !  —  but  Arthur — this  Cavalier — I 
want — 

Arth.  What? 

Clar    To  know  every  thing  about  him. 

Arth.  Umph  !  that's  a  modeft  want— Claribel,  f 
dare  not  ftay,  for  I  am  now  in  danger. 

Clar.  Oh  !  the  father  !  in  danger — of  what  ? 

Anh  The  moft  troublefome  animal  in  creation, 
— an  inquifitive  woman.  [Exit. 

Clar.  'I  is  ever  fo — he  always  foils  me  thus  when 
I  feek  to  gain  a  little  uleful  knowledge.  Well,  'tis 
vain  to  puzzle  my  poor  wits  longer  Sweet  reft  and 
kindly  dreams  betide  thee,  ftranger,  whatibe'er  thy 
rank  ! — Reft  !  wairior,  reft  I 

AIR — CLARIBEL. 

He  comes  from  the  wars  — from  the  red  field  of  fight! 
He  comes  thro*  the  storm  and  the  darkness  of  night— 
For  rest  and  for  refuge  now  fain  to  implore 
The  Warrior  bends  low  at  the  Cottager's  door. 
Pale— pale  is  his  cheek — there's  a  gash  on  his  brow, 
His  locks  o'er  his  shoulders  distractedly  flow, 
And  the  fire  of  his  heart  shoots  by  fits  from  his  eye 
Like  a  languishing  lamp— that  just  flashes— fo  die  ! 
Rest— warrior,  rest! 

Sank  in  silence  and  sleep  on  the  Cottager's  bed, 
Oblivion  shall  visit  the  war-weary  head- 
Perchance  he  may  dream — but  the  vision  shall  tell 
Of  his  Lady-Love's  bower  and  her  latest  farewell ! 
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illusion  and  love  chase  the  battle's  alarms- 
He  shall  dream  that  his  Mistress  lies  lock'd  in  his  arms, 
he  shall  feel  on  his  lip  the  sweet  warmth  of  her  kiss- 
Nay!  Warrior,  wake  not — such  slumber  is  bliss! 

Rest— Warrior,   rest  1  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.— A  Chamber  in  WYNDHAM'S  Caftle. 

WVNDHAM  and  CAVENDISH  difcovered fiafed. 

Cav*  Roufe  yourfelf,  ray  noble  friend  !  I  con- 
jure you,  Wyndham,  roufe  from  this  defponding 
forrow — learn  to  regard  the  world  with  kinder  eye; 

Wynd.  I  cannot,  Cavendifli,  I  cannot ! — my  heart 
is  breaking,  and  defpifes  comfort.  Hope  fits  weep- 
ing in  the  Heavens,  and  wafhes  out  with  falling 
tears  the  traces  of  her  feet  on  earth  ! 

Cav*  Wherefore  will  you  thus  obftinately  darti 
'away  the  good  you  might  pofiefs  ?  Each  evening  of 
our  lives  the -fun  departs  through  weftern  clouds, 
and  leaves  mankind  awhile  in  darknefs  wrapt  t  but 
his  fweet  beams  in  fecret  travel  on,  arid  once  their 
golden  journey  made,  remount  the  fphcre,  to  ani- 
mate our  eartn  with  frefh  delight. 

Wynd.  Cool  fophift !  alas  !  the  fun  of  England 
hath  for  ever  fet  The  battle  (round  whofe  fate  our 
laft  pale  frighted  wifhes  clung)  is  loft — the  choiceft 
fountains  of  our  country's  blood  are  broken  up, 
and  all  their  purple  treafure  fpilt  in  waftc — Our 
King,  undone,  unfriended  and  unfheltered- — wan- 
ders forth — -his  title  fcorned — his  facred  life  be- 
fieged.  My  fon  too— my  only  fon— Ah  !  Caven- 
diCh,  on  Worcefter's  bloody  field  my  boy  perchance 
lies  flain Well,  be  it  fo — amidft  the  vatt  ac- 
count of  general  woe,  I  ought  to  lofe  the  cypher  of 
a  private  grief. 

Cav*  Wyndham !  liften  to  me- — your  foti  Hill  lives* 

F 
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Wynd.  Cavendifh  !  fpeak  you  from  knowledge  or 
fuppofuion  ?  trifle  not,  I  pray  you,  with  my  feelings  ! 

(Jav.  I  repeat,  he  ftill  lives — he  is  fafe — nay,  he 
is  beneath  your  roof. 

Wynd.  Ah  !  beneath  my  roof,  and  not  within  my 
arms. 

Cav.  He  is  now  with  Lady  Matilda  in  her  clofet 
— A  mother  claims  the  firit  embrace  of  filial  love- 
but  in  truth,  William  feared  to  prefent  himfelf  be- 
fore you,  till  affjred  .the  rafhnefs  of  his  flight  would 
be  forgiven. 

Wynd.  Have  I  then  feemed  fo  harfh  a  parent  ? — . 
Oh  !  fly  to  him,  Cavendifh,  bring  him  to  me,  and 
tell  him,  all  is  forgiven — all  forgotten. — 

[Exit  Cavendifh. 

Wynd.  How  finely,  feelingly  moulded,  are  the 
paflions  of  the  human  heart,  and  how  fleeting  are 
our  moft  fierce  refentments,  when  thofe  we  love  are 
the  offenders  !  in  the  hour  of  injury  we  rage  aloud, 
and  threaten  vaft  revenge ;  but  let  a  fancied  woe 
o'ertake  the  dear  tranfgreflbr— Oh  !  in  a  breath, 
are  all  his  faults  abfolved,  and  memory  turns  with 
trembling  finger,  to  the  page  where  his  virtues  only 
are  recorded,  while  nature  falls  in  foft  obliterating 
drops,  upon  the  angry  regifter  of  errors  paft. 

Enter  WILLIAM  and  CAVENDISH. 

Will,  (boning  fubmij/ivdy)  My  father!  am  I  per- 
mitted to  approach  ? 

Wynd.  Here  ! — in  my  arms — at  my  fond  beating 
heart  receive,  and  feel  your  anfwer  !  William,  this 
trembling  prerlure  is  the  only  rebuke  your  father 
ufes.  'I  hefe  tears  which  he  drops  upon  your  cheek, 
are  all  the  punifhment  that  he  impofes. 

Will  (kneeling]  Beft  and  moft  beloved  of  men  ! 
accept  my  gratitude  ! 
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Wynd.  Nay,  William,  I  require  it  not, — you  dif- 
obeyed  your  father,  but  it  was  to  ferve  your  King, 
the  father  of  us  all — and  in  your  very  fault  you 
tendered  me  your  atonement. 

Will.  Sir  !  I  return  into  your  hands  this  fword — 
it  was  your  own — you  conquered  with  it  for  our  firft 
Charles  at  Stratton — the  trophy  has  not  fince  been 
difhonored  by  my  ufe,  for  it  has  guarded  the  bofom 
of  a  fecond  Charles  at  Worcefter. — I  was  among 
thofe  Cavaliers  who  refcued  the  Prince  when  widely- 
thronging  foes  had  fnared  him  round,  within  the 
toils  of  dfath.  Juft  as  I  reached  my  King's  un- 
guarded fide,  a  brawny  (lave  had  raifed  his  axe  to 
ftrike.  My  father's  fword  glittered  in  my  hand, 
and  his  fpirit,  with  avenging  juftice,  nerved  its  aim 
— at  a  blow  I  cleft  the  daring  traitor  to  the  ground  ! 

Wynd.  Receive  again  the  weapon,  which  you 
have  rendered  honorable,  by  the  firft  atchievement. 
of  your  youth — a  parent's  bleffing  newly  fanctifies 
the  gift. 

Enter  PHILIP. 

Phil.  Sir,  your  tenant  Maythorn  has  brought  with 
him  a  ftranger  to  the  caftle — (one  of  the  Royal 
party,  as  1  take  it)  for  whom  he  requefts  a  few 
hours  fhelter  underneath  your  roof. 

Wynd.  Say,  that  I  willingly  comply,  and  lead 
them  hither.  .  [Exit  Philip. 

Cav.  How,  Wyndhrun  !  remember  that  in  times 
like  thefe,  'tis  dangerous  to  admit  a  ftranger  without 
precaution.  Some  fpy  of  Cromwell  may  impofe 
upon  your  charity  to  work  your  ruin. 

Wynd.  Even  prefume  it  fo,  the  traitor  will  only 
find  within  my  family,  the  unalterable  love  of  pa- 
triot virtue,  and  an  unfhrinking  fcorn  of  thofe  who 
mock  its  laws.  Thefe  inmates  1  too  much  glory  in, 
to  hide  from  any  eye.  William  !  prepare  your  mo- 
ther and  coufin  to  receive  the  ftranger,  whofoe'er 


41  THE  ROYAL  OAK. 

he  be,  and  give  him  cqurteous  welcome.  [Exit 
William-]  No,  Cavendifh.  no  ! —  rmity  Is  a  por- 
trrf«  that  blefles  the  threftioid  wheie  (he  firs,  and 
when  file  would  exrend  her  glowing  palm  to  grafp  a 
fupplicating  wanderer.  Heaven  forbid !  that  cold 
fuipicion  fhould  arreft  the  impulfe,  till  all  the  ho- 
nefty  of  nature  loft  its  warmth  ! 


Wynd.  Good  morrow,  Maythorn  ! 

Arth,  My  humble  duty  ! — I  refpe&fully  prefent 
to  yoa.  Sir,  a  Cavalier  who  is  periecuted,  and  re- 
queft*  your  protection. — I  told  him  the  generofity 
of  your  heart,  and  that  his  neceffities  would  prove 
fufficient  claims  to  engage  its  friendfhip. 

Wynd.  Arthur!  you  are  a  warm  panegyriil.  [To 
Charles.]  Sir  !  you  are  welcome,  and  what  poor 
fervice  this  roof  can  render  is  very  freely  your's. — 
My  friend  and  neighbour  Sir  Edward  Cavendifli. 
(introduces  Charles  ) 

Char  Accept,  Sir,  all  the  return  which  an  un« 
fortunate  but  not  ungrateful  man  can  offer — his 
thanks — his  bleffing.  The  benevolence  which  now 
encircles  me,  deals  a  fleeting  pleafure  over  my  an- 
guifh'd  heart;  like  rofe-Jeaves  fhedding  fweetnefs 
round  a  canker. 

W\nd.  Are  you  from  Worcefter,  Sir  ? 

Char.  Even  from  that  difaOrous  field.  I  did  not 
quit  jt,  till  I  had  feen  my  braveft  friends  laid  breath7 
left. 

Wynd.  Is  it  yet  known,  what  fate  has  befallen  the 
unhappy  Charles? 

Char.  He  has  fuffered  many  hard fhips— many  pe- 
rils,— but  he  has  reached  at  length  a  place  of  (hel- 
ler, and  I  truft  of  fafety. 

Wynd.  God  be  praifed  I — May  I,  Sir,  inquire-— 
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forgive  my  queftions.  but  curiofity  in  fuch  a  cafe 
feems  venial — upon  whofe  information  refts  your 
report  ? 

Char.  My  own  I  was  with  Charles  when  he  left 
the  field  of  battle,  and  ever  fince  have  b  en  the 
clofe  companion  of  his  fufferings  and  his  dangers. 

Wynd.  Happy,  fortunate  man  !  ceafe  to  repine  at 
a  defiiny  which  the  proudeft  Briton  might  regard 
with  envy.  You  have  remained  at  your  Monarch's 
fide  in  his  adverfity,  encountered  for  him  half  his 
wrongs,  and  foot  bed  thofe  forrows  you  could  not 
avert.  Oh  !  could  I  have  bought  of  fate,  one  hour 
of  fuch  exalted  blifs,  I  would  have  freely  bartered 
the  remains  of  life, 

Enter  Lady  WYNDHAM  and  ELINOR. 

Lady  W.  Wyndham  !   did  you  not  fend  for  us  ? 

Wynd.  Yes,  and  to  aflift  me  in  offices  you  moft 
delight  in— thofe  of  hofpitality.  I  prefent  to  you, 
Sir,  my  Wife  and  Niece;  thefe  with  one  fon  com- 
plete my  domeftic  circle. 

Char.  Not  entirely :  you  forget  to  mention  a 
thoufand  focial  virtues,  which  move  and  operate 
within  its  hallowed  round.  Ladies  !  an  ill-ftarred 
man  falutes  you,  and  with  a  beggar's  prayer,  com- 
mends his  broken  fortunes  to  your  charity. 

LadyW.   To  our  friendship,  Sir!  you  do  much 
wrong,  calling  our  glad  fervice  by  a  pxoorer  name. 
When  noble  minds  vouchfafe  to  take  a  benefit,  they 
confer  an  honor  on  the  giver,  worthier  than  his  gift. 

Enter  WILLIAM. 

Wynd.  My  fon  !  be  known  to  our  gueft, 

Will.  Sir — Ah  ! — Great  Heaven  !  it  is  the  King  ! 

[Starts— then  with  involuntary  fervor  cajls  bimjclf  for- 
ward at  Charles's  Ject.~\ 
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Wynd.  Eternal  Powers !  what  faid  you  ? 

Will,  (with  enthujiaftif Joy.)  Father!  it  is  the  King! 
— -it  is  our  Sovereign  !  (All  the  Characters  advance, 
and  Jling'themfel-ves  in  different  attitudes  of  reverence 
around  ChaVles.) 

Wynd.  Dread  Sire  !  humbled  on  the  earth,  accept 
the  homage  of  your  fubjeds. 

Char,  (agitated)  Friends  !— Friends  ! — you  for- 
get— I  arn  no  more  a  King 

Wynd  (vtriih  vehemence. )  Yes ! — you  are  our  be- 
loved and  acknowledged  King — your  throne  may 
have  fallen  in  the  Palace,  but  in  the  hearts  of  your 
people  it  is  fixed  for  ever ! — 

Will.  While  we  live,  we  will  be  faithful ! 

Artb.  On  my  death-bed  I  will  pronounce  your 
name,  and  blefs  it ! — (Catches  the  robe  of  Charles, 
and  preffes  it  with  fervor  to  his  lips.) 

Char.  Rife  !  rife  !  I  pray  you — I  befeech  you 
rife  ! — Wyndham  your  hand  ! — 1  weep—  but  thefe 
are  tears  of  extacy,  not  anguifh.  Cromwell !  come 
now — with  all  thy  gorgeous  mockery  of  greatnefs, 
blazing  round  thee,  and  here  confess,  the  difference 
which  marks  ufurping  tyrants  from  their  lavyful 
Prince  !  Terror  fupports  thy  throne,  and  blood  is 
its  cement.  Love,  with  white  and  willing  arms, 
embraces  mine,  while  good  men's  prayers  breathe 

incenfe  round  it. Thou,  in  the  midft  of  guards 

and  hirelings,  fitted  fufpecling,  fearing,  and  un- 
bled.  I,  defencelefs  and  alone,  through  hofts  of 
foes,  proceed  with  even  Oep,  bulwark'd  by  loyal 
hearts,  and  guided  by  my  God  ! 

Wynd.  Oh  !  my  Sovereign  !  to  behold  you  fafe, 
was  all  my  prayer  to  Heaven  ;  but  that  your  iacred 
prefence  e'er  mould  grace  my  roof,  furpafs'd  e'en 
hope.  Teach  me,  Sire,  how  I  may  deferve  this 
wondrous  bounty  of  my  fate. 
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Deliver  your  commands ! — we  will  execute 
them,  or  perifh. 

Lady  W.  Yes,  Sire,  the  parents  and  their  off- 
fpring,  both  would  perim — boldly — gladly,  perifh, 
in  their  Monarch's  caufe. 

Char.  Excellent  and  honorable  family !  You 
too — Arthur,  my  humbler,  but  not  lefs  worthy 
friend  !  my  heart  expands  itfelf  in  fondnefs,  and  en- 
folds, you  all ! 

Wynd.  This  moment  is  the  happieft  of  my  exift- 
ence  ;  yet  even  now,  a  ftrange  alloy  mingles  with  its 
blifs,  and  denies  my  bofom  perfeft  peace.  The 
fcouts  of  parliament  are  every  where  abroad — and 
tho'  I  dare  anfwer  with  my  life,  for  the  trufly  honor 
of  my  houfehold,  ftill  prudence  bids  me  fear,  that  in 
England,  your  Majefty  cannot  long  remain  with 
fafety. 

Chart  From  early  boyhood  reared  in  foreign 
climes,  my  perfon  (fave  by  defcription)  is  but  rarely 
known  to  Englifh  eyes — but  ere  I  reached  your  man- 
fion  it  was  my  defign  to  gain  the  coaft,  anc}  feek  fomp 
friendly  chance  to  waft  me  over  feas. 

Cav.  My  Liege  !  upon  the  bay  below,  an  antient 
fisher  dwells,  who  for  fome  few  bounties  I  have  ren- 
dered to  his  age,  I  think,  would  venture  much  to 
ferve  me.  I'll  to  his  cabin  now,  and  unlefs  my 
hopes  deceive,  his  ready  bark,  manned  with  a  fmall, 
but  fkilful  crew,  at  nightfall  fhall  await  your  plea- 
fure. 

Char.  Sir !  I  am  beholden  to  you  ever. 

Cav.  Ah !  Sire,  withold  your  thanks. — In  the  fum- 
mer  of  my  days,  I  fought  and  bled  for  your  royal 
father.  Winter  now  has  overtaken  me,  and  feat- 
ter'd  fnow  upon  the  fears  of  war.  But  let  me  live 
e'en  yet,  to  fave  my  prince,  funmine  will  fettle  on 
my  clofing  eyes,  and  frefh  flowers  of  fpring  bloflbm 
round  my  grave.  [Exi(. 
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Arth.  A  company  of  the  Parliament  troops  is  now 
quartered  in  the  tillage — I  will  diflemb'e  wiih  their 
officer,  and  endeavor  to  remove  them  on  a  falfe  pur- 
fuit. 

Char.  My  friend,  be  cautious — let  not  your  honeft 
zeal  betray  you  into  rafhnefs-— 

Arth.  Sire  1  the  caufe  in  which  I  venture  now, 
annimates  beyond  the  fear  of  danger,  and  enfures 
fuccefs,  [Exit* 

Char.  Generous  devoted  ardor  ! 

Lady  W.  Your  Majefty's  wan  looks  exprefs  (oo 
truly  the  fufferings  you  have  paffed.  May  I  not  be 
permitted  to  offer  fome  refrefhment  ? 

Char.  In  faith !  my  kind  hoftefs,  a  little  reft  would 
more  regale  me  now,  than  all  the  coftly  viands  luxury' 
could  cater. 

Lady  tP.  This  interval  of  quiet  happily  invites. — 
Elinor  !  fee  an  apartment  inftantly  prepar'd  ! 

[Exit  ELINOR. 

Char,  [to  Will.]  My  young  foldier,  your  hand  ! — 
I  have  not  yet  beftowed  the  praife  your  gallant  port 
deferves. — In  the  battle's  whirling  height,  I  marked 
you  foremoft  ever,  fuccouring  my  friends,  and  ftrik- 
ing  vengeance  on  the  foe. 

Will,  [modestly.']  I  fought  for  you,  Sir — 

Char.  Aye  !  and  bled — the  cut  which  marks  your 
forehead  is  the  counterpart  of  one  that  fears  my  own. 
As  our  fates  are  fimilar,  may  our  friendfhips  be  in- 
diflbluble  !  Wyndham,  Heaven  intended  a  recom- 
pence  for  your  virtues,  when  it  beftowed  on  you  fuch 
a  fon. 

Wynd.  May  he  never  forget  the  praifes  of  his  fo- 
vereign,  he  cannot  then  become  unworthy  of  them. 

Re-enter  ELINOR  hastily. 
Wynd.  Elinor  !  what  means  this  agitation  ! 
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Elin.  Alas!  I  fear  fome  heavy  ill  impends — front- 
ing the  window  of  ray  chamber,  a  crowd  of  favage 
looking  people  have  aflembled — they  point  towards 
our  walls— then  (hake  their  heads  diftruftfully,  and 
feem  to  threaten  vengeance. 

Wynd.  Difmifs  your  terrors — 'tis  but  the  licentious 
fpirit  of  the  rabble — each  day  they  congregate  in 
herds  together,  and  bruit  their  ftrange  diftempered 
fancies — the  mighty  confultation  o'er,  the  beads  will 
turn  in  quiet  to  their  ftalls  again. 

Enter  ARTHUR  abruptly. 

Arth.  Save  yourfelf,  my  Liege  ! — be  fudden,  or  all 
is  loft ! 

Char,   How  ! 

Arth.  Your  retreat  is  difcovered — and  I,  unhappy 
wretch  !  have  been  the  caufe. — I  had  left  your  horfe 
at  a  neighbouring  forge — the  fmith,  has  difcovered 
upon  its  fhoes  the  royal  arms —  he  has  given  the  alarm, 
a  furious  mob  have  feized  on  every  avenue — and  of- 
ficers of  Parliament  are  haftening  to  fearch  the  houfe. 

Wynd.  Barr  all  my  gates — make  faft  the  draw- 
bridge— arm  my  houfehold. 

Arth.  In  vain — in  vain — resiftance  comes  too  late, 
'ere  this  the  officer's  have  reached  your  gates. 

Lady  W.  Hour  ot  diftraftion  ! 

Wynd  Arthur!  conducl  the  King  to  the  upper 
chamber  of  the  Weft  tower — there,  behind  the  ta- 
peftry  he  may  lay  concealed, 

Char.  Oh  !   \Vyndham— 

Wynd.  Away,  Sice  ! — reft  affured,  if  human  cou- 
rage can  avail,  you  are  ftill  lecure. 

[Exeunt  CHARLES  and  ARTHUR. 
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Enter  PHILIP. 

Phil.  Oh !  Sir,  the  Officers  of  Parliament— 

Wynd.  Well !  what  mighty  terror  is  in  their  name,  • 
to  (hake  you  thus? — lead  them  hither!  — 

[Exit  PHILIP. 

Will.  Infamous  Murderers !  let  them  come  ! — 

Wynd.  William— retire ! 

Will    How  !  my  father ! 

Wynd.  I  know  your  temper  too  well  to  truft  it 
here— therefore  retire — I  command  you  ! 

Will,  [bows  -with  a  mortified  air.~\  Sir  !   1  obey. 

[Exit  WILLIAM. 

Wynd.  Now,  Matilda,  for  a  noble  rivalfhip  of 
conftancy,  to  prove  us  worthy  of  the  caufe  we  ferve ! 

Enter  Captain  REUBEN  and  Soldiers. 

Capt.  R.  Save  ye  1  children  of  unrighteoufnefs! — 
repent  ve  ofyourwickednefs,  for  the  time' is  come. — 
Lo  !  the  brethren  of  the  elect  have  entered  the  houfe 
of  darknefs,  to  lay  hands  upon  the  many. horned 
beaft  that  abideth  therein ; — therefore  I  fay  unto 
thee,  confefs  thy  abominations,  and  deliver  up  the 
idol! 

Wynd.  Whom  do  ydu  feek  ? 

Capt.  R.  The  man  of  fin  — Yea  !  he  that  bruifeth 
the  heels  of  the  faithful. 

Wynd.  You  fpeak  in  riddles.  I  underftand  you 
not. 

Capt  R.  Verily  !  we  feek  the  fon  of  Stuart. — In 
the  name  of  the  Parliament,  I  command  thee  to  dif- 
cover  the  place  where  thou  had  concealed  him. 

Wynd.  What  reafons  have  you  to  prefume  him 
here  ? 

Capt.  R.  Vex  not  my  fpirit  with  vain  queftions- 
where  haft  thou  concealed  him  ?  anfwer  me. 
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Wynd.  I  will  anfwer  nothing. — If  the  object  of 
your  queft  be  here,  find  him  as  you  may — but  bear 
with  you  this  remembrance — Wyndham  would 
perifh,  rather  than  betray  an  unfortunate,  who  had 
claimed  the  fanctuary  of  his  hearth  for  fhelter. 

Capt.  R.  Audacious  traitor !  fearch  the  houfe  ! 
(to  his  Soldiers.) 

Sold.  Captain,  the  houfes  of  thefe  Royalifts  are 
fo  full  of  hiding-places,  that  though  Charles  Stuart 
be  here,  we  may  fearch  till  doomfday,  and  not  dif- 
cover  him  ;  befides,  none  of  us  are  acquainted  with 
his  perfon 

Capt.  R.  The  fecret  (hail  be  difclofed.— Seize 
upon  him!1 — (Guards  feize  Wyndham.)  Now,  cai- 
tiff, tremble  and  obey  ! 

Wynd.   (contemptuou/ly . )   Ha!  ha! 

Capt.  R.  (Points  a /word  at  his  brea/l.)  Confefs  ! 
or  this  moment  is  your  laft. 

Wynd.  Strike,   aflaffin,    ftrike  ! — with   my   dying 
breath,   I  will  bequeath  a  bleffing  to  my  King,  and 
curfe  the  traitors  who  ufurp  his  rights. 
*  Capt.  R.  Nay,  then,  thy  blood  be  upon  thy  head — 

Lady  W.  Hold  !  barbarians — monfters — hold  ! — 
Locked  in  each  others  arms  the  hufband  and  the 
wife  will  both  expire. — (Flings  her  [elf  upon  Wynd- 
ham's  breaft,  while  P^linor  knrels  to  Reuben.)  Now, 
ruffian,  ftrike — our  innocent  blood  fhall  ftart  in  mu- 
tual ftreams,  and  we  will  die  together. — 

Capt.  R.  Releafe  your  hold  ! 

Lady  W.  Never  !  in  life,  in  death,  my  Wynd- 
ham, I  am  thine ! 

Capt.  R.  Force  them  apart ! 

Lady  W.  Away,  inhumans ! — to  the  laft  of  Na- 
ture, I  will  clafp  his  form. — 

Wynd.  The  bleffing  of  God  be  with  thee,  my 
Matilda ! — (They  arejorccd  ajunder.) 
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Capt.  JR.  Vain  woman,  mark ! — 'tis  thou  that 
muft  decide  thy  hufband's  fate — at  thy  word,  he 
lives  or  dies 

L-dy  W.  Oh  !  horror !  horror ! 

Capt.  R.  Confefs — and  he  is  fafe. — Deny  me,  and 
he  falls  a  corpfe. 

Lady  W.  Drive  me  not  mad  ! 

Capt.  R.  Determine — this  moment — or  I  ftrike  ! 

Lady  W.  ( A  fide. )  'Tis  full  of  horror,  but  it  muft 
be  To.— Man  !  fwear  to  me,  that  my  hufband  fhall 
be  fafe,  and  I  will  deliver  up  your  viftirn. 

Wynd.   Matilda! 

Capt.  R.  \  give  the  oath — lead  us  to  the  fpot — 

Lady  IV.  I  will  bring  him  before  you — 

Wynd,    Matilda — hear  me — 

Lady  W.  Speak  not — I  am  wild — I  am  defperate 
— but  1  will  fave  my  hufband. — 

Capt.  JR.  Be  fudden — cur  revenge  is  hungry. — 

Lady  W   But  a  moment — and  I  return  ! —  [Exit. 

Wynd.  (diflraftedly]  Matilda!  Wife!  partner  of 
my  bofom  !  turn,  I  charge  >ou;  I  command  you, 
turn  ! — Oh  !  infamy  and  guilt  ! — dishonor  and  eter- 
nal fhame  ! — Triumph,  ye  fiends — aye!  triumph, 
for  now  indeed  the  foul  of  Wyndham  finks — Itt  me 
not  live  till  fhe  returns, — nor  till  the  hateful  light 
difcover  to  my  blafted  eyes,  a  traitrefs  in  the  woman 
whom  I  Icved. — Nay — kill  me  now,  for  death  is 
mercy  ! — 

Capt.  R.  Thou  forgetteft  ;  I  have  fworn  an  oath 
to  let  thee  live — but  be  of  heart,  Cromwell  may  re- 
ward thee. 

Wynd.  Reward!— reward  !—  Wretch  !  I  tell  thee 
~Oh  !  bitternefs  of  fcorn  ! — Jult  Heaven  !  fmite 
the  bloated  villain  dead,  who,  loft  to  thee,  and 
falfe  to  Nature's  plan,  would  ftore  his  coffers  with 
the  price  of  blood,  climb  up  to  greatnefs  on  his 
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Sovereign's  fall,  or  feek  for  honors  midft  his  coun- 
try^ ftiame. 

Re-enter  Lady  WYNDHAM, 

Wynd.  Woman  !  what  haft  thou  done  ? 

Lady  W.  A  cruel  deed — yet  one  my  foul  approves. 

Copt.  R.  Where  is  the  finful  one  ? 

Lady  W.  I  have  fulfilled  my  promife. — The  facri- 
fice  is  prepared  ;  but  Uh  !  in  making  it,  as  1  have 
a  foul,  I  fwear, — I  part  with  every  h  ,pe  of  happinefs 
on  earth. 

Capt.  R.  Produce  him  !  bring  him  forth  ! 

Lady  W.  He  comes — behold  your  vidim  here  ! 

Enter  WILLIAM,  muffled  in  a  cloak — be  advances 
with  a  firm  commanding  flep,  and  fixes  bh  eye 
difdainjully  upon  REUBEN. 

Will.  Who  is  he  that  dares  demand  my  prefence  ? 

Elin.  Heavens!  that  voice — furcly  you  would 
not— 

Lad*  W  (catches  ber  hand,  and  motions  with  autho- 
rity.} Silence  ! 

Elm.  Oh  !  God !— he  is  loft  forever  !— (She finks 
fenfelejs  into  Wynd  ham's  arms.) 

Capt.  R.  Who  art  thou  ? 

Will.  One  not  born  to  ftand  within  the  dread  of 
flaves  like  thee. 

Cupt.  R.  Art  thou  not  Charles  Stuart? 

Will.  T  do  not  acknowledge  any  power,  that 
fhould  bid  me  anfwer. 

Sol.  Obferve  that  fear  upon  his  forehead  ! — even 
fuch  a  one  we  were  told,  Stuart  received  in  the  battle, 

Capt.  R.  Obdurate  rebel !  if  thou  wilt  not  an- 
fwer  us,  our  General  (hall  find  a  way  to  make  tbee 
fpeak. — Sir  Thomas  Fairfax's  quarters  are  but  fix 
miles  diftant — drag  him  along! 
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Will.  Soft  ! — one  moment — and  I  follow. — (He 
takes  Elinor's  lifelejs  band,  and  prefles  it  between  his 
own.) — Elinor  !  fweet  Elinor  ! — a  fhort  forgetful- 
nefs  hath  ftol'n  away  thy  fenfe  of  mifery — Ah  !  that 
fuch  dear  unconfcioufacfs  might  be  thine  for  ever — 
but  no— thou  wilt  wake — wilt  think — and  then — 
Oh  God  ! — Sir — Madam  ! — when  I  am  gone,  by  all 
your  love  for  me,  I  pray  you,  cherifh  this  innocent 
drooping  flower — and  let  your  kind  pity,  as  the 
dew  from  Heaven,  fall  upon  and  heal  her  forrows  I 

Capt,  R.   We  cannot  grant  a  longer  parley. — 

Will.  Reptiles!  I  come  ! 

Lady  W.  See — her  fenfe  returns — 

Will.  Nay  !  then  indeed  I  muft  begone — one 
laft,  fond,  defpairing  prtfiure — (kijjes  her  hand  with 
fervor.} — Now — God  be  with  you — farewell— fare- 
well ! — (He  wraps  his  face  within  the  cloak ,  and  hur- 
ries from  the  apartment. — -7 he  Soldiers  folloiv.) 

Etin.  (recovering)  Where  have  I  been  ? — my  fenfes 
fure  have  wandered — or  was  it  but  a  dteam  ? 

Lady  W    My  Elinor  ! — my  poor  child  I — 

Elin.  Ah  !  you  are  here — and^aw  (to  Wyndham) 
but  I  fee  not  William — where  is  he  ? — (Looks  wildly 
round.) 

Wynd.  Unhappy  maid  ! 

Elin.  You  will  not  anfwer  me — you  turn  your 
faces  from  me,  and  you  weep — A\i  !  then  it  was 
real — and  now  the  horrid  truth  flatties  upon  my 
brain — which  way  have  they  borne  him  ?  whither  is 
he  gone  ? 

Lady  W.  To  glory — to  eternal  fame. 

Elin.  Say  rather  to  deftrudion — to  a  fcaffold  — 
(Shouts  are  heard  in  the  Court-yard.) — Hark  !  the  fu- 
rious-rabble leize  upon  my  love,  and  rudely  rend 
his  gentle  frame — now  an  hundred  daggers  pierce  his 
bread — his  blood  flows — he  falls — he  dies.— Oh  1 
fave  him  !  fave  him  ! 
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Lady  W.  Deareft  Elinor ! 

Elin.  Away  !  unnatural  parents,  you  have  fa- 
crif\ced  your  fon — but  I  am  faithful  to  him  flill, 
and  even  in  death  will  (hare  his  fate — 

Lady  W.  Struggle  not  thus  vainly — 

Elin.  Hence  ! — hence  !  my  defpairing  cries  mall 
call  both  man  and  God  to  aid  me — unhand  me — let 
me  loofe — nay,  then,  pierce  me  to  the  heart — and 
let  me  die  at  once. — (Dajhes  herfclf  upon  the  floor — 
Lady  Wyndham  kneels  bejidc  her.) 

Enter  CHARLES. 

Char.  Speak — my  friends — what  mean  thefe  fear- 
ful (brieks  and  this  dread  agony  of  forrow  ? — on 
every  fide,  I  hear  ftrange  voices  fhout  "  The  King 
is  taken!" — and  even  now,  I  faw  my  furious  foes 
drag  beyond  your  gates,  fome  wretched  prifoner. — 
Explain  thefe  myfteries — fpeak  ! 

Elin.  (feebly  rai/mg  her  head]  O  !  King, — he  is 
gone — he  is  loft  for  ever,  and  for  you,  is  he  facri- 
ficed — 

Char,  For  me  ? — Juft  Heavens ! — who  ? 

Etin.  My  love — my  life — my  world — my  Wil- 
liam !  , 

Char.  Immortal  Powers! — can  this  be  real — 
fpeak  ? 

Wynd.   My  Sovereign  is  preferved  ! 

Lady  W.  We  have  loft  our  child — but  we  have 
faved  our  country  ! 

Char.  Oh  !  glorious  yet  dreadful  virtue  ! — he  was 
your  fon — your  only  fon,  yet  for  me  you  have  de- 
voted him — but  think  not,  I  will  accept  the  bloody 
facrifice — no  !  never  !  never  ! — 

Wynd.  Gracious  Sire — 

Char.  Peace,  Wyndham — peace! — I  value   life, 
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but  prize  my  honor — dearer  far. — Whither  have 
they  borne  him  ? 

Lady  \V.  To  the  tent  of  Fairfax — 
Char.  Fairfax  ! — Fairfax  ! — Ha  !  the  ring  ! — the 
ring  !  \ItnpetuouJly  be  prejfes  a  jew t 1  upon  his  finger  to 
his  lips  )— Yea !  now  indeed  this  gem  is  precious ! — 
Affli&ed  parents !  your  offspring  (hall  return  to  claim 
your  bleffing — Elinor  !  the  beloved  of  thy  heart  ihall 
again  enfold  thee  in  his  arms — 

Elin.  (with  tranfpon)  Blefs  thee  ! — O  !  blefs  thee, 
King! 

Char.  I  fly  to  fave  my  friend,  or  perifli  by  his 
fide. —  [Rujhes  out. 

Wynd,  (frantickly)  Hold,  my  Prince  I  my  Sove- 
reign !  hold  ! 

[Exit  after  Charles. — Elinor  /larts  from  the 
ground,  and  flings  her f elf  into  the  arms  of  Lady 
Wyndham. — The  Curtain  falls  rapidly  upon 
the  Scene. 


ACT     III, 

SCENE  I — A  Tent,  lights 'burning. 

Enter  FAIRFAX  and  Guards  with  WILLIAM. 

Fair,  [as  he  enters.]  Bring  him  along  ! — Infolent 
and  prelumptuous !  what  madnefs  could  have 
prompted  you  to  mock  our  juft  revenge  ? 

Will.  The  inborn  love  of  virtue,  and  an  hereditary 
fcorn  of  tyrants. 
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Fair.  Miferable  youth  !  for  whofe  fake  have  you 
ventur'd  thus  ? 

Will    For  England  and  my  King. 

Fair.  You  are  loft. 

Will.  True — but  they  are  faved. 

Fair.  You  will  fuflfer. 

Will.  No— I  fhall  triumph. 

Fair.  What  can  you  expect  ? 

Will.  Death  ! — haply  a  death  of  torture;  but  cer« 
tainly  a  death  of  glory. 

Pair.  Wretched  vifionary  ! — confine  him  within 
the  next  tent.  Look  ,that  he  be  ftnctly  guarded — I 
charge  you,  on  your  lives,  to  keep  him  fafe. 

Will.  O  !  Sir,  fear  them  not-=— I  have  no  gold  to 
bribe  their  avarice  ;  and  they  who  ferve  a  caufe  like 
yours,  difdain  to  feel  the  weaknefs  of  compaffion. 

Fair.  Bear  him  away. 

Wili.  I  leave  you,  Sir — yet  from  my  green  def- 
pifed  youth,  perchance  your  riper  age,  might  gleam 
a  leflbn  to  improve  its  judgment. — I  go,  bereft  of 
every  earthly  hope — dill  doth  content  fit  fnr.ling  at 
my  heart. — To  him,  who  periflies  in  honor's  ams, 
chains  become  trophies. — Racks  feem  but  as  the 
martyr's  throne  of  blifs,  and  death  itfelf,  is  the 
limple  pafsport  to  eternal  life  ! —  [Exit. 

Fair.  Surprizing,  aweful,  lovely  virtue  !- — which 
I  am  doomed  at  once  to  punilh  and  revere. — How 
now  ! — whence  this  intrulion  ? 


Enter  REUBEN. 

Capt  R.  General,  a  ftranger,  who  refufes  to  dif- 
clofe  his  name  orperfon,  prefents  himfelf  before  the 
tent,  and  demands  to  fpeak  with  you  in  private ;  he 

H 
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fends  this  ring,  to  prove  the  importance  of  his  er- 
ranJ. 

Fair.  A  rich  and  coftly  gem  !  Ah ! — let  me 
view  it  clofer — it  is — it  is — Yea!  that  very  ring, 
which  late  on  Worcefter  field —  inftant  conduct  the 
ftranger  hither  !  [Exit  REUBEN. 

Enter  CHARLES  disguised,  he  wears  a  helmet  with  the 
visor  down.)  an  Officer  conducts  him,  and  then  retires. 

Char,  (agitated.}  Am  I  in  the  prefence  of  Sir  Tho- 
mas Fairfax  ? 

Fair    You  are  ;  what  would  you  with  me  ? 

Char.  Firft,  does  Fairfax  recognife  that  ring? 

Fair.  AMuredly,  it  was  my  own.  In  the  late 
battle's  raging  height,  divided  from  my  friends,  a 
fturdy  peafant  ftruck  me  to  the  ground  ;  fudden  a 
pafling  voice  was  heard  "  Forbear!  Jorbear  !  let 

Fairfax  live!' the  conquering  peafant  liftened 

and  obeyed;  dunned  and  confufed,  I  faw  not  my 
protector,  but  my  heart  felt  all  his  charity ;  to  the 
foldier*s  hand  I  gave  this  ring,  and  bade  him  to  his 
generous  captain  bear  the  token,  that  (hould  uncer- 
tain fortune  e'er  reverfe  our  ftate 

Char.  Fairfax  !  that  hour  of  change  already  hath 
arrived;  my  voice  but  late  preferved  thy  life,  it 
claims  another's  fafety  now  of  thee.  Say,  will  Fair- 
fax  redeem  his  pledge  ? 

Fair.  Frankly,  joyfully ;  but  remove  your  vifor, 
let  me  view  your  face. 

Char.  Excule  me ;  I  have  a  reliance  upon  your 
honor,  and  requeft  to  remain  concealed. 

Fair.  Well,  your  confidence  in  me  (hall  not  be 
difappointed,  I  prefs  no  further.  Now,  to  your 
claim. 

Char.  I  come,  an  humble  fuitor  to  you  ;  from  a 
defpairing  father,  who  fits  and  groans  in  fpeechlefs 
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agony  ;  from  a  heart-broken  mother,  whofe  fcalding 
tears,  fall  faft  as  rains  from  Heaven  ;  from  a  dis- 
trafled  bride,  who  menaces  with  frantic  hands  her 
own  exiftence. 

Fair.  How  fay  you  ?  inflruft  me  further. 

Char.  You  have  a  prifoner,  William  Wyndham  ; 
for  him  thefe  groans,  thefe  tears,  this  agony  of  pas- 
fion  fue. 

Fair.  Indeed;  then  lam  concerned  to  anfwer, 
they  muft  lue  in  vain. 

Char.  How  ! 

Fair.  I  feel  my  obligation  to  you,  and  on  your 
own  account,  whatever  boon  you  might  demand 
were  granted ;  but  this  prifoner  has  committed  an 
offence,  I  dare  not  pardon. 

Char.  Can  no  prayers  move  your  heart  to  pity  ? 

Fair.  Not  when  juftice  bars  my  bofom.  My  duty 
to  the  caufe  1  ferve,  forbids  confent. 

Char.  Is  he  then  devoted  pad  recall  ?  will  no  fa- 
orifice  be  accepted  for  him  ? 

Fair.  None  ;  unlefs  you  could  offer  in  his  place, 
the  vidim  of  whom  his  infolent  fraud  has  deprived 
us. 

Char.  Ha  !  then  if  Charles  Stuart  even  yet  were 
yielded  to  your  power,  you  would  releafe  your  pri- 
foner. 

Fair.  Yes,  upon  that  condition  alone,  I  would  ex- 
tend my  pardon. 

Char.  Fairfax  !  promife  me  this,  upon  a  foldier's 
honor  ? 

Fair.  Willingly,  I  pledge  my  word  j  let  Charles 
Stuart  become  my  prifoner,  and  Wyndham  fhall  be 
free. 

Char.  The  compaft  be  facred  !  behold  your  hof- 
tage  here  !  (removes  the  visor.} 

Fair.  Ha  !  Stuart  himfelf  ?  (starts  back  in  asto- 
nishment.} 
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Char.  Here  gaze  and  glut  your  fatisfied  revenge! 
Behold  the  perfecuted,   the   devoted,  but  ftill  the 
royal  Stuart  ftands  before  you  ! 
Fait.  Amazement ! 

Char.   Aye  !  even  in  that  hated  foe,  thy  vengeance 
now  purfues  to  death  ;  behold  the  very  man  whofe 
mercy  reicued  thee  from  fate  — What  force  or  fraud 
effayed  in  vain  the  feelings   of  his  own  heart  have 
effected  for  thee;  here,  feif-  bet  rayed,  felf  facrificed, 
he  ftands  a  ready  victim,  panting  to  penlh  at  the 
Ihrine  of  fricndlhip  !  gratitude  and  godlike  honor  ! 
(FAIRFAX  pauses  for  a  moment^  ir>e'selute  and  refleft* 
ing,  then  goes  to  the  side  of  the  stage,  and  speaks 
aloud.} 

Guards !  conduct  hither  the  prifoner  from  the  next 
tent ! 

Char.  Oh  !  let  mf  but  fold  my  friend  once  more 
within  thele  arms,  and  fend  him  to  rejoice  his  mourn- 
ful home,  then  fortune  I  defy  thy  hate! 
(A  Guard  conducts  WILLIAM  to  the  entrance  of  the  tent.) 
Will.  Por  what  frelh  trials  am  I  yet  referved  ? 
Char    William  !  my  iriend  ! 
Will.  Ah  !  my  fovereign  !   (rushes  into  CHARLES'S 
arms,  then  starts  from  them  again  -with  sudden  horror.} 
Alas !  what  baleful  ftar  has  led  you  to  this  place  ?—r 
wherefore  are  you  come  ? 

Char.  William,  away!  your  ranfom  is  accepted, 
and  your  anxious  family  invoke  your  fpeed. 
Fair.  Hold  ! — he  does  not  pafs. 
Char.  How !  have  you  not  pledged  a  facred  pro- 
mife? 

Fair.  I  recall  that  promife ;  the  fame  fate  fliall 
now  attend  you  both. 

Char.  Oh  !  execrable  perfidy  ! 
Will.  Ah!  my  prince,   you  have  undone  us  both; 
my  death  will  now  be  bitternefs,  and  my  blood  will 
flow  in  vain. 
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Char.  Fairfax  !  you  cannot  mean  it,  you  are  not 
fuch  a  villain. 

Fair.  I  am  fixed,  beyond  the  power  of  man  to 
fway  me.  I  repeat,  the  lame  fate  (hall  attend  you 
both!  What  ho!  Officer  I 

Enter  Officer. 

Fair.  Give  inftant  orders,  that  the  two  flrangers, 
who  prefently  will  quit  my  tent,  may  pafs  in  fafetv 
and  unqueftioned  thro'  the  camp.  [£#//  Officer. 

Will.  How! 

Char.   What  faid  he? 

Fair,  (with  impressive  dignity.}  Stuart  !  I  am  an 
enemy  to  your  perfon  ;  but  I  am  alfo  a  friend  to 
honor,  and  fcorn  to  conquer  by  the  virtues  of  rny 
foe* 

Char.  Fairfax  ! 

Fair.  Hold  !  the  fecret  of  our  difcourfe  muft  ne- 
ver be  divulged.  —  Remember,  fix  hours  hence,  I 
become  again  your  enemy  ;  at  prefem,  you  both  are 
free  to  pafs. 

Char.  Oh!   generous  — 

Fair.  No  anfwer  !  there  lies  your  way  !  (he  waves 
bis  band  uith  authority,  then  Exit.  CHARLES  and 
WILLIAM  depart  en  the  oppojite  side.} 


SCENE    II. 

Enter  Lady  WYNDHAM,  with  a  slow  and  languid  step, 

Lady  W.  Moments  roll  on  —  hours  pafs  away.-.— 
My  "V\  illiam  !  fon  of  my  bolom  !  art  thou  ftill  liv- 
ing !  or  has  the  fatal  axe  already  fallen  upon  that 
neck  where  I  have  killed  a  thoufand  times  ?  Oh  ! 
thcu  who  wert  fo  late  my  joy,  my  pride,  my  bloom- 
ing boaft;  bow  can  I  bear  to  lee  thy  noble  form 
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flretched  cold  in  death,  a  bloody   and  disfigured 

corpfe  ?  let  me  not  think  upon't,    'twill  drive  me 

ma(j  I — (she  sinks  upon  her  knee.)   Fountain  of  mercy  ! 

t®  thee,  a  forrow  ftricken  wretch,  I  fpread  my  empty 

arms,  O !   reftore  my  child  to  their  embrace,  or 

grant  my  death,  and  bid  me  clafp  him  in  the  grave  ! 

(A  door  opens  behind,  and  WYNDHAM  appears  support- 

in%   ELINOR;    she   observes   the  attitude  of  Lady 

WYNDHAM,  tottering  feebly  forwards,  kneels  by  her 

side.) 

Elin.  Mother  of  my  William  !  join  my  hands 
with  yours,  and  teach  me  how  to  pray  ! 

Lady  W.  Unhappy,  innocent  !  the  anguifh  of  a 
breaking  heart  writes  in  its  tears  a  prayer,  and  Hea- 
ven interprets  every  figh. 

Wynd.  (raifmg  them]  Matilda!  my  bed  love- 
wherefore  are  you  from  your  chamber — the  night  is 
almoft  fpenfr — will  you  not  feek  repofe  ? 

Lady  W.  K  epofe  !  Ah  !  Wyndham,  teach  me 
where  to  find  repofe  ? 

Wynd.  In  your  hufband's  arms. 
Lady  W.  Aye,  I  could  reft  there  once — fweetly, 
calmy  reft, — but  now — no,  Wyndham,  no — I  can- 
not reft  now — I  feel  that  within,  which  tells  me,  I 
fhall  never  reft  again  ! 

Wynd.  Beloved  partner  of  my  paft  joys  and  pre- 
fent  forrows — it  wrings  my  heart  to  view  thee  thus. 

Lady  W.  Oh !  my  ion,  how  did  I  rejoice,  when 
thou  wert  born — how  did  I  gaze  upon  thy  little 
laughing  looks,  and  fondly  prophecy  a  long  futurity 
of  blifs.  Thy  unfolding  youth  ne'er  fhewed  one 
vicious  fpeck — thou  wert  loving,  kind,  and  duteous 
ever  j  all  that  a  child  could  prove,  or  parent  hope. 
Thou  never  gav'ft  thy  mother  caufe  to  hate  thee— 
yet  (he  caft  thee  off — (he  betrayed  thee  to  the 
(laughter,  and  her  hands  rang  thy  knell  ! — But 
think  ye  that  I  loved  him  not  ?  'tis  falfe — I  did — I 
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did — he  was  my  world — the  blood  which  warmed 
my  heart — the  breath  by  which  I  lived — and  in  the 
forgetful  (hades  of  death,  his  image  and  mv  foul 
muft  fink  together  ! 

Wynd.  Thou  dear  unhappy  one  !  Heaven  fees  my 
heart,  and  reads  how  much  I  pity  thee. 

Lady  W.  (with  gloomy  triumph]  Oh !  I  am  pad 
pity — I  defpair  ! 

IVynd.  (takes  her  hand,  and  fpeaks  with  folemn  em- 
phafo)  Not  fo,  Matilda  !  place  we  our  truft  with 
him  who  is  above,  and  though  we  grieve  we  never 
muft  defpair. 

Lady  W.  True — moftjuft  rebuke.  But  Heaven, 
will  pardon  a  weak  wretched  woman,  whofe  miferies 
have  well  nigh  crazed  her  brain.  I  cannot  but  re- 
member, I  had  once  a  treafure,  and  now  feel  that  I 
have  loft  it.  Every  thing  around  me,  preferves  the 
cruel  fenfe  of  my  calamity.  Each  apartment  I  enter, 
all  the  objects  I  look  upon,  remind  me  of  my  poor 
loft  boy.  In  yonder  chamber,  till  this  night,  Wil- 
liam has  flept  for  fixteen  years.  Unconfcious  of  my 
actions,  I  run  to  feek  him  there — all  is  dark  and  fo- 
litary — 1  liften  for  the  found  of  his  breath  as  he 
fleeps — 'tis  filence  !  I  call  upon  his  name — he  an- 
fwers  not — he  hears  not :  then  fudden  as  the  light- 
ning's flafh  the  fatal  truth  (hoots  upon  remembrance, 
and  ftrews  my  brain  with  madding  fires.  I  fhriek 
aloud — ftretch  forth  my  arms  in  agony,  and  ftrive 
to  clafp  ideal  fubftance  in  the  vacant  air! — (bal.s 
back  exhaufted,] 

Wynd.  Vifit  her  with  foothing  aids,  juft  Heaven  ! 
(A  clamour  is  heard  without. 

Elin.  Hark  !  what  founds  were  thofe? 

Wynd.  The  fhouts  of  men — and  at  an  hour  like 
this- 

Elin.   Perchance,  the  minifters  of  vengeance  have 
returned,  to  claim  frefli  victims  for  their  iavage  hate. 
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Welcome,  ye  murderous  crew  ! — my  bofom  pants 
to  rulh  upon  your  iwords,  and  meet  my  love  in  the 

abodes  of  death  ! Ha  ! — (She  fprings  towards  the 

door — CHARLES  enters,  and  catches  her  hand  ) 

Char,   (exuttingly)   Elinor !  have   I   not  performed 
my  promife  ? — (Points  to  WILLIAM,  who  enters  at 
the  moment — fhejlirieks,  and  falls  int9  his  arms.} 
Will.  My  love — my  parents — I  am  your's  again. 
Lady  W.  Then  my  prayers  are  heard,  and  Heaven 
guards  the  virtuous  ftill ! 

Wynd  My  fon — my  Sovereign,  both  reftored  ! — 
Extacy  ftrikes  upon  the  fenfe  too  keen,  and  fcarcely 
can  I  bear  my  blifs. 

Char.  To  an  enemy — a  generous  one,  we  owe  our 
happinefs.  William  will  recount  the  tale  hereafter 
• — moments  are  precious  to  me  now.  The  morning 
flar  already  lifts  her  lamp,  and  'ere  another  hour  be 
told,  I  muft  afar,  or  elfe  am  loft  again. 

Wynd.  My  Liege,  at  midnight;  Cavendifh  in- 
formed  me  by  a  mefTenger,  a  veffel  rode  at  anchor 
in  the  bay,  ready  to  catch  the  breeze,  and  waft  you 
from  this  fatal  fhore. 

Char.  Bled  hearing — let  us  be  fudden,  deareft 
friends,  elfe  day-light  will  o'ertake  our  fteps. 

Wynd.  Fear  not,  Prince  !  the  danger  of  difcovery 
?s  palt — our  path  lies  through  my  own  domain — one 
fmgle  cabin  {lands  upon  the  beach,  and  fave  the  fo- 
litary  fifher,  as  he  fpreads  his  nets,  fcarcely  an  hu« 
man  form  at  bufieft  hour  frequents  the  fpot. 

Char.  Has  the  good  Cavendifh  prepared 

Wynd.  Every  thing— and  fortune  piofpers  his  de- 
fign.  The  wind  blows  frt:(h  for  France,  where  your 
Majefty  may  fafely  dwell,  and  gain  frefh  armies  to 
aflert  your  caufe. 

Char.  No,  Wyndham  !  never  may  fuch  fhame  be 
mine  !  if  e'er  in  happier  hour,  I  fit  on  England's 
throne,  the  willing  impulfc  of  my  countrymen  (hall 


THE  ROYAL  OAK.  65 

raife  me  to  that  envied  feat ;  no  aids  from  vaunting 
France  (hall  help  to  place  me  there.  By  Heaven  ! 
I  would  not  for  my  foul's  price,  fee  an  infulting  fo- 
reigner, ftamp  his  proud  foot  upon  my  facred  native 
foil  ! — Beloved  Albion  !  though  I  be  exiled  from 
thy  pleafant  more,  may  Heaven  rain  its  graces  on 
thy  lap,  and  Freedom,  through  thy  wild  wood 
bowers,  a  never-fleeping  genius  rove  !  Advance  yet 
new  armadas  'gainft  thy  fea-clafp'd  bounds,  the 
fword  of  God  be  girded  on  thy  warriors  fide,  to 
ftrike  invaders  back  into  the  furge,  !  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III  —  A  Bay  encircled  by  Rocks— A  Veffel 
tides  at  Anchor  in  the  Di fiance,  a  {mall  Fijhing-hut 
upon  one  Side,  bejide  which  lies  a  Quantity  of  tattered 
Sail'doth. — The  Twilight  immediately  precedent  to 
the  Dawn,  refls  greyly  upon  tb;  different  Objefts  of 
the  Scene  — ift  Soldier  appears  upon  the  Rocks ,  and 
after  looking  cautioujly  round,  whi/lles  [oftly. 

i/l  Sold.  Hift:  !   Martin  !  hift  !  art  wakeful  ?— 

2d  Sold,  (lifting  a  fide  the  fail-cloth.)  Aye,  as  a  fa- 
mimed  night-bird  hovering  o'er  its  prey.  Come 
down  upon  the  beach — none  can  overhear.  The 
goffipers  all  left  the  hut  but  now,  and  ramble  at 
tome  diftance  along  the  Ca (lie  road. 

i/2  Sold.  What  is  their  number  ? 

2d  Sold.  As  yet  only  three — a  man  with  two  fe- 
males. They  have  prattled  kindly — under  the  fail- 
cloth  yonder,  in  the  darknefs  I  liftened  to  their 
whole  difcourfe. 

i/l  Sold.   What  haft  gleaned  from  it  ? 

2d  Sold.  All  I  could  wilh — the  prize  will  certainly 
be  ours — they  feem  to  wait  anxioufly,  but  for  fome 
frem  arrival,  a  flag  will  then  be  hoifted  at  the 
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Cliff's  point — at  that  fignal  a  boat  puts  off  from  the 
veffel  and  rows  to  fhore. 

\fl  Sold.  Our  ambufli  commands  the  landing- 
place. 

zd  Sold.  Aye,  lad  !  then  one  bold  effort,  and  our 
purpofe  (lands  fecure — (a  wbi/lle] — Hark  !  they 
whittle  from  the  fkiff — day  breaks  apace — they  grow 
impatient. 

j/2  Sold.  Comrade,  I  can  hear  voices  from  the 
right. 

zd  Sold.  Ha  !   they  whom  we  watch  return — let's  • 
mount  the  rock,  and  join  our   comrades   in    the 
cave — fwift — fwift — nay    fwifter — they  are  clofe  at 
hand !  [Exeunt. 

Enter  ARTHUR,  Dame  MAY-THORN,  <ZW^CLARIBEL. 

Dame.  Well-a-day  !  Arthur,  my  mind  mifgives 
me  Ibrely ;  I  am  fure  forne  woeful  difafter  muft  have 
befallen  the  King. 

Arth.  Plague  on't,  mother,  .1  believe  you  take 
delight  in  terrifying  people. 

Dame.  Nay,  boy,  look  if  the  fun  be  not  rifing 
above  the  ocean  !  It  was  midnight  when  the  mei- 
fenger  went  to  the  Caftle,  and  ever  fince  we  have 
been  waiting  yonder,  in  the  Fifher's  hut,  for  his 
return. 

Clar.  Aye !  our  plot  has  certainly  been  difcovered. 

Arth.  Confound  your  croaking  tongues  !  had  I 
gueifed  what  lively  companions  you  were  like  to 
prove,  you  ftiould  e'en  have  tarried  behind  me  at 
the  farm. 

Dame.  Not  fo  either,  boy  ;  old  as  I  am,  I  would 
have  hobbled  hither  barefoot,  for  the  chance  of 
once  more  looking  on  my  King — blefs  his  fweet 
face  ! — Who  could  have  thought  it,  when  he  fat  fo 
meek  and  gracious,  in  our  poor  cot,  praifing  my 
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cookery,  and  drinking  to  my  health,  that  it  was  a 
Prince  for  whom  I  fpread  the  board. 

Enter  CAVENDISH  ha/lily,  with,  two  Attendants. 

Cav.  Arthur  *  give  the  fignal  to  the  boatfmen 
inftantly — the  King  is  on  his  way. 

Arth.  Ah  !    Sir,  is  it  certain  ? 

Cav.  Thefe  from  the  Caftle,  breathlefs  with  fpeed, 
e'en  now  precede  his  fteps.  What  women  are  thofe  ? 

Arth.  Creatures  of  my  own,  Sir — fomewhat  given 
to  torment  upon  occafion,  but  good  fubje&s  in  the 
main.  They  come  to  fteal  a  farewell  look. 

Cav .  'Tis  welJ.  Look  that  his  Majefty  meet  no 
delay  when  he  arrives — I  go  to  meet  him  !  [Exit. 

Arth.  There,  you  miferable  brace  of  croakers  ! 
what  fay  you  now?  Huzza  !  our  Sovereign  will  be 
preferved,  and  we  (hall  gain  immortal  credit  in  his 
fervice. — (Arthur  rum  toivards  the  hut,  (notches  up  a 
tattered,  flag  -which  lays  befide  the  door,  then  a/cends  a 
projection  of  the  rocks>  and  waves  it  as  ajignal  towards 
the  vejel.) 

.  Happy  moment ! 

OLD  BALLAD,— CLARJBKL. 

Skies  are  all  clear 

And  the  blue  wave  is  near, 
To  waft  thee  from  danger,  sweet  Charley  1 
'Tis  over  the  water  and  over  the  lea 
And  orer  the  water  goes  Charley  ! 

A  day  and  a  night 

Shall  scarce  take  their  flight, 
'Ere  England  again  calls  for  Charley — 
Then  over  the  water  and  orer  the  lea, 
And  over  the  water  comes  Charley  ! 
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Charley  most  roam 

Yet  a  while  from  his  home, 
A  stranger  beyond  the  salt  billow- 
But  the  hour  soon  shall  come 

When  the  beat  of  his  drum, 
False  Roundheads  shall  scare  from  their  pillow. 

Huzza  !  for  the  crown 

When  the  Rebel  is  down— 
And  huzza!  for  our  own  royal  Charley  ! 

Sail  home  with  thy  peers 

And  spruce  cavaliers, 
Old  England  shall  welcome  her  Charley  ? 

[Ail  the  Characters  on  the  Stage  join  enthujiaflicatty  in  the 
burden  of  the  Ballad  at  the  clnfe  of  each  verfe  ;  and 
during  the  period  a  boat  puts  off  from  the  /hip,  which 
rows  out  of  fight  behind  the  rocks,  as  if  coajling  round 
the  bay, — Ihe  Sun  gradually  rifes  at  the  fame  time.] 

Dame.  Hift  !  Claribel — they  come — I  fee  the 
King. 

Enter   CHARLES,    WYNDHAM,    Lady   MATILDA, 
WILLIAM,  and  ELINOR,  preceded  by  CAVENDISH. 

Cav.  No  further ! — here,  Sire,  we  have  reached 
the  appointed  fpot. 

Char.  Thanks  to  Heaven  and  my  friends ! — Ha  ! 
Arthur,  lies  the  boat  at  hand  ? 

Arth.  (fiom  the  rock]  Sire  !  it  has  put  off — but 
yonder  rock  hides  it  from  my  view.  I  will  run  down 
the  beach,  and  bid  the  rowers  haften.  [Exit. 

Char.  Here,  then,  dear  friends,  we  part — (figbs) 
• — perchance,  for  ever  ! 

Wynd.  Sire  !   I  hold  a  better  hope. 

Char.  God  fpeed  it  ! — O  !  Wyndham,  a  pang  of 
bitternefs  is  labouring  at  my  heart,  which  chains 
the  mounting  fpirit  down,  and  tempts  me  half  to. 
hide  my  face  and  weep. — Banifh'mem  from  the  dear 
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land  which  gave  us  birth,  is  fomething,  and  might 
afk  a  figh  ;  but  when  the  long  divorce  of  lime  and 
fpace,  parts  friends  from  friendfhip's  fource,  and 
funders  kindred  fouls,  whofe  thoughts  and  fenfes 
marry  with  each  other,  grief  becomes  proud,  and 
claims  a  nobler  triumph. 

Wynd.  My  Sovereign,  hence  with  there  difeafed 
thoughts  ! — we  (hail  meet  again — a  glad  prophetic 
fpirit  warms  within  my  breaft,  and  cries,  "  the  un- 
born day  full  foon  (hall  dawn  in  golden  pride,  def- 
tined  to  mine  on  Charles  as  England's  King." 

Char.  If  ere  that  day  indeed  arrive ;  my  friend, 
wait  not  'till  cold  ceremonies  may  announce  my 
love — but  come  thou  boldly  to  my  throne,  and 
fpeak  the  name  of  Wyndham — Oh !  at  that  found, 
my  heart  will  teach  me,  how  to  anfwer. 

Lsdy  W.  Arthur  returns — he  haftens  o'er  the 
beach  ! 

Char.  Then  the  precious  moments  are  completed 
— and  now,  friends,  we  muft  teach  our  lips  to  fhape 
"  Farewell  !" 


Enter  ARTHUR,  .(wildly.) 

Artb.  My  King  !  turn  from  this  fatal  fpot — ad- 
vance no  further,  or  you  pafs  to  your  deftruction  ! 

All.   How  ! 

Arth.  Juft  as  the  rowers  made  to  land,  a  band  of 
armed  men,  who  had  lain  concealed  among  the  hol- 
lows of  the  rock,  fprang  from  their  ambum,  and 
feized  upon  the  boat. 

Lady  W.  Difaftrous  chance  !  fly,  Sire  !  while  yet 
you  have  power  to  regain  the  Caftle. 

Wynd.  (looking  out.)  Ha  !  above  the  rocks,  I  per- 
ceive the  .gleaming  habits  of  foldiers 

Lady  W.  They    point   this  way — they  fee  us 
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Ah !  they  draw  their  fwords,  and  now  they  rufli 
toward  us  ! 

Char.  Then  I  am  difcovered,  and  muft  fall  their 
lacrifice. 

Will.  Not  while  thefe  veins  can  bleed  in  your  de- 
fence ! 

Char.  William,  forbear.  Friends,  I  charge  you, 
I  command  you,  offer  no  refiftance.  One  is  enough 
to  perifh,  and  the  dark  lot  is  caft  for  me  ! 

Lady  W.  (Jrantidy.)  They  come  !   they  come  '. 

Char.  Let  them  advance — here  will  I  ftand,  and 
brave  my  fate ! 

[Charles  draws  his  fword — -feveral  armed  men  appear 
upon  the  Rock — their  Leader  rujhes  furioujly  upon 
Charles. — Juji  at  the  injlant  their  fwtrds  encounter  he 
recognizes  tne  King,  and  Jlarting  back,  he  exclaims 


The  King !  it  is  the  King ! 

The- 'ftranger  flings  lack  his 
per/on  of  Lord  Wilmot.j 


The  ftranger  flings  lack  his  helmett  and  difcovers  the 
'•Jen 


Wilm.  Ah  !  has  your  Majefty  forgotten  me  ? 
Char.    My  friend !    Wilmot !    fpeak,  what   mi- 
racle reftores  you  to  me  ? 

Wilm.  Sire  !  after  I  parted  from  you  lad,  I 
rode  towards  the  coaft,  and  lay  concealed  among 
the  rocks,  which  fkirt  this  bay,  watching  tofurprife 
fome  heedlefs  bark,  and  venture  o'er  the  wave  for 
happier  (hore — e'en  now  with  fuch  intent,  I  feized 
a  boat,  but  reck'd  not  that  my  fovereign  might 
difpute  the  prize. 

Char.  Yon  band  of  warriors  then 

Wilm.  Humble,  but  loyal  followers,  who  gal- 
lantly refufed  to  quit  my  fortunes,  'till  they  had 
feen  me  happily  embarked. 

Char.  Have  with  thee  friend !  brother  in  exile, 
comrade  of  my  foreign  courfe ;  one  fame  ilar  will 
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beam  its  influence  on  our  common  fate,  (the  Boat 
appears  in  front.)  Now,  then  aboard!  nay,  ftand 
not  upon  ceremonies — I  will  follow!  (Wilmot 
enters  the  Boat.}  Wyndharh  !  Cavendifli,  be- 
loved ones  !  whilft  I  retain  a  heart,  or  hold  one  hu- 
man fenfe  within  my  bofom,  gratitude  muft  furvive 
and  blefs  you  for  the  life  you  have  preferved. 

Wynd.  My  Prince!  in  weal  or  woe — radiant  with 
triumph,  or  darkened  by  defeat,  the  faithfulfubjecYi 
prayer  waits  on  a  virtuous  Monarch  dill. 

Lady  W.  Oft  will  our  thoughts,  like  pilgrims, 
turn  from  home  !  and  rove  (devoutly  bent)  o'er  fo- 
reign realms,  to  reach  their  worfliipp'd  (hrine  in 
thee  ! 

Char.  Ye  deareft,  trueft  friends!  (Dame  May- 
thorn  has  crept  towards  Charles,  and  attempts  to  take 
bis  robe.  Charles  perceive  her.)  Ah!  my  old  kind 
hoftefs ! 

Dame.  Sire !  grant  that  I  may  kneel,  and  kifs 
the  hem  of  your  garment  ! 

Char.  No.  The  knees  of  age  bend  only  unto 
God  !  (extends  bis  hand. ) 

Dame.  Your  hand  !  (kisses  it  fervently.}  Ah  !  for- 
give me,  a  tear  has  fallen  upon  it. 

Char.  Precious,  drop  of  love  !  Woman  !  the  tear, 
which  nature  fheds  in  honeft  fondnefs,  blefles  where 
it  falls;  and  dearer  do  I  prize  this  little  trembling 
cryftal,  than  the  unflawed  paragon  of  India's  mine  ! 
My  heart  is  full — the  iweet  affurance  of  my  people's 
love,  fwells  it  with  a  pure  unmixed  fentation.  I 
cannot  utter  as  I  would,  "Farewell  !"  but,  be  the 
wing  of  the  All-high,  ftretched  over  you,  my  friends, 
to  prove  your  (hadow  and  your  fhield  for  ever  ! 
think  of  me  when  I  am  gone — fometimes  repeat  my 
name — and — nay,  blefs  you !  blefs  you — and  fare- 
well !  (He  enters  the  Boat,  Arthur  kneels  and  folds  the 
plank  by  which  he  pajjes.} 


72  THE  ROYAL  OAK. 

All  Farewell  ! 

Char,  (from  the  Boat  )  A  long  —  a  lad  adieu  !  (he 
flings  himself  overcome  by  bis  feelings  into  the  arms  of 
Wilmot  —  the  Boat  goes  of.) 

FINALE. 

Sweet  Prince,  farewell  !  and  o'er  thy  way 
On  unseen  wing,  good  spirits  stray! 
Be  theirs,  the  kind  delightful  care 
From  blast  or  storm  to  purge  the  air. 
To  shew  the  rocks  insidious  head, 
Disclose  the  quicksand's  fatal  bed, 
To  set  blest  spells  on  Oceau's  breast, 
And  charm  the  tempest-fiend,  to  rest. 

[7  he  Boat  reaches  the    Ship—  Charles,    fcV,  afcend  the 
deck  —  the  Jails  are  fpready  and  the  vejjel  gets  under 


The  anchor  weighs!  —  the  white  sails  swell! 
She  clears  the  Bay  !  —  Sweet  Prince,  Farewell  ! 

[The  vej/el  fails  gradually  out  of  fight  —  the  Characters 
which  remain  on  the  Stage  difpofe  themfelves  in  various 
attitudes  of  penjive  pleajure,  or  pious  exultation  —  the 
lajl  cadence  of  their  voices  trills  upon  the  eart  and  the 
Curtain  drops  upon  the  Scene  precisely  as  the  vejjel  dif- 
uppears  j  [Exeunt  Omnes. 


THE     END. 


J.  BAKKEIt,  1'UINTEU,   GHKAT  UCJSSKLL. STREET,  COVENT- GARDEN. 


a*®& 

m 


I 


70. 


lli^HBIi^HE    Witi& 


m 


70. 


m 


m 


m 


i>  >'. 


SA 


Dimond,  William 
4599         The  royal  oak 

°5K6  2d  ed. 

1811 


PLEASE  DO  NOT  REMOVE 
CARDS  OR  SLIPS  FROM  THIS  POCKET 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO  LIBRARY 


